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A HARD KNOT^ 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

MORE FROM JOHN HADDEN'S NOTE-BOOK. 

An Astounding Failure. 

I TOOK his arm and marched him to the 
Royal George. The men followed us, and 
my lad Willie brought up the rear. At the 
head of Buchanan Street I met one of 
Mactier's men. I sent him in pursuit of 
the captain to tell him to join me at the 
stable-yard of the inn, or at the Central 
Station. 

Everything was quiet about the inn and 
the yard. Upon entering the latter I 
glanced towards the door of the loft. As 

VOL. III. 34 
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I expected, the light had been extin- 
guished. 

In the centre of the yard I called a halt. 

* He will have the door fastened, I sup- 
pose,' I whispered to the ostler. 

* Ay, he's got an iron bar to put across 
it on the inside. I had to search for it 
before I left him.' 

* Is there any way of getting out of the 
loft except by the door ?' 

* Only by the skylight and along the roof. 
He might drop on to the shed and then to 
the ground.' 

* All right. You go up first and get him 
to open the door. I will keep behind you 
whilst my friends watch the skylight.' . 

He obeyed, and sprang up the stair to 
the loft at once. He tapped at the door, 
and gave the word agreed on between him 
and Hewitt. 

* Open, the answer's here.' 

I was beside the ostler, but in such a 
position that the lintel would conceal me 
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on the first opening of the door. I did not 
care about giving my man the chance of 
pitching me over the landing. 

I waited, holding my breath for several 
minutes, and there was not the least sign 
of the door being opened. I gave Nick a 
nudge, and he repeated his summons. 

Still without eflFect. 

I began to suspect that there was some- 
thing wrong, and I touched the ostler on 
the shoulder. 

* Are you quite sure you have given the 
signal agreed upon V I said under my 
breath, and with as much significance as 
possible. 

' May I never stir if I have not done just 
as we arranged !' he answered, imitating 
my caution, and evidently alarmed at my 
suspicion . 

* Try it again, then/ 

He did so, and with no better result, 
although he shook the door and spoke loud 
enough to be heard all over the yard. 

34—2 
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That looked queer. I bade him procure 
a ladder, and he got one out of the shed ; 
then one of the men mounted to the roof 
whilst we stood guard at the door. 

The constable lifted the skylight, and 
still there was no movement within the 
loft. The man shone his bull's-eye down 
into the place, and presently cried out : 

* There's naebody here.' 

That was a startling announcement. I 
bade him jump in and open the door. Two 
minutes sufficed for that, an4 I darted into 
the loft. I seized the bull's eye, and bade 
the man keep hold of Ogg, who, when I 
shone the light on his face, was shivering 
and looking as much bewildered as myself. 

I searched every corner, only to convince 
myself that the bird had flown. 

I was inclined to swear and get into a 
passion with everybody. It is not easy 
even for the most placid temper to stand 
such a disappointment as this coolly, and 
mine is not a placid temper. To think that 
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I should have my hand upon him, and that 
he should slip through my fingers in this 
mysterious fashion, was — well, to put it 
mildly, it was a bitter pill to swallow. 

I sat down on a large box which was 
placed just beneath the skylight, and en- 
deavoured to collect my senses, which were 
utterly confused. At the same time, I 
stared viciously at the ostler ; and he, poor 
wretch, was the means of bringing my 
scattered senses together. 

* I see how it's been,' he shouted. * That 
box was standing in the corner over there, 
and he has drawn it over here to reach the 
skylight. It's a heavy one, and it must 
have taken him some time to shift it by 
himself. I don't believe he meant to wait 
for me coming back at all ; and like enough 
he has stolen a horse and is off to Edin- 
burgh.' 

I jumped up. I began to understand 
the movement. The few words contained 
in the note to Miss Burnett required no 
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answer. Hewitt had only desired to assure 
her of his safety and to engage her to give 
no evidence against him. He had made 
Ogg his messenger because he was the only 
man whose services were at his command, 
and by getting him out of the way he was 
enabled to procure a horse. 

He had gone out by the skylight in order 
that the discovery of his absence might be 
delayed by the difficulty of opening the 
door. As usual, his cool calculation of pos- 
sibilities and probabilities had overreached 
us. But there was a chance yet. He could 
not be far on the road, and a. man with a 
horse could not easily make himself in- 
visible. 

* Come on to the stable,' I cried, and ran 
down the stair, followed by the others. 

Mick was muttering curses upon the fellow 
who had tricked him and robbed him, as he 
put it, and seemed now to join heartily in 
the pursuit. 

The stable-door was locked. That was 
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another puzzling circumstance — and yet, no, 
it was not puzzling. He had taken a horse, 
locked the door, and taken the key with 
him in order to put another obstacle in the 
way of discovery. 

Nick suddenly darted up to the loft again, 
whilst we were trying to force the door. 
Presently he rejoined us with a bunch of 
keys in his hand. 

* Here they are,' he said. 

I snatched them eagerly, asking : 

* Where were they T 

* Where I left them — seemed to me as if 
they hadn't been touched.' 

The stable-door was opened, and we 
entered ; there was nothing disturbed, and 
not one of the horses was missing ! 

Now I was brought to a standstill. What 
was the meaning of all this ? 

Was the man about the place still ? or 
was it all a stratagem to conceal his real 
movement, whatever that might be ? If a 
stratagem, how was it to work ? in what 
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direction did it seem to point, and in what 
direction did it reallj'' point ? 

It seemed to point to the conclusion that 
he had started for Edinburgh on foot, as the 
means by which he might perform the 
journey with the least chance of attracting 
attention ; or, that he was still hiding 
somewhere about the premises. 

Just because that was the apparent con-, 
elusion, I became satisfied that he had 
neither started for Edinburgh nor was he 
hiding about the place. 

The process by which I had arrived at 
this conviction was very rapid. I had 
leapt to the conviction, as it were ; I had 
not time to argue it out. My chagrin and 
my perplexity had nervously excited me, 
and I determined to pause. I felt that a 
breathing-space was imperatively necessary, 
for I never made a step yet in such a high 
state of excitement as this, but sooner or 
later I found myself on the wrong tack. 
In this business I had too much at stake 
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to risk even the chance of missing a 
step. 

Therefore, I said to myself : ' Now, John 
Hadden, be cool ; don't be in a hurry — ^be 
cool. There are several threads lying in 
the dark here ; take time and pick them up 
one by one,' 

I had just settled that little matter with 
myself, when Captain Mactier and three of 
his followers arrived, A commotion was 
the result. In his usual determined manner, 
the captain, instead of accepting a plain 
statement of the whole business from me, 
which would have occupied about ten 
minutes, insisted upon investigating the 
whole aflfair for himself, and occupied about 
an hour — wasted about an hour, I should 
have said — in cross-examining everybody 
except me. 

When he had finished I volunteered an 
explanation, 

' No, thank you, Hadden,' he said sharply, 
* You and I have been on diflferent tacks in 
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this business all along ; we'll sail our own 
courses to the end of it. All I want from 
you is to see that note you got from 
Nicol Ogg/ 

After that, of course, I was not disposed 
to say anything. He knew that he had 
the upper hand of me, in consequence of 
my first blundering stupidity, and I felt that 
I deserved any reproach. Yet, my deduc- 
tions had not been altogether wrong ; my 
great error lay in the haste with which I 
had accepted the conclusion to which 
Hew^itt's schemes had led me and even 
forced me. Hence I had fallen into the 
trap, and bungled all my own eflfbrts by the 
one huge mistake of identifying Tavendale 
as the man who was wanted. 

But I don't wish to excuse myself ; all I 
wish to do is to save him. 

Without a word, I gave Hewitt's note to 
Mactier. He made a copy of it, and 
handed it back to me. 

*Now,' he said, turning to his men, 
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' begin with the loft and search every comer 
that can hide a rat, from one end of the 
premises to the other.' 

Half a dozen bu^ls'-eyes were turned on, 
and the search commenced, the captain 
leading it. That was precisely the first 
step I had expected him to take. I waited 
to see what wonld be the second. 

My lad Willie saw that there was some - 
thing wrong with me, and with an expres- 
sion of — I mast, I suppose, call it affection, 
for which I had not given him credit ; he, 
instead of joining in the search, seated 
himself on a bag of com, and, in a drowsy, 
wistful way, kept his eyes fixed on me. I 
was grateful to the lad : it was something 
when at that moment everybody secned to 
distrust me, and all my plans and calcula- 
tions seemed to have so miscarried, it was 
pleasant to feel that there was one creature 
who still believed in me. I shan't forget 
that look of confidence and faith in a hurry ; 
it came just at a moment when it was 
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Deeded to save me from losing heart alto- 
gether. 

I closed the lantern I had in my hand, 
and then I patted him on the head, 

* Why don't you go with the others, 
Willie T I said, and very likely my voice 
sounded queer, for he seemed to rouse 
up, and tried to get a gUmpse of my 
face. 

' What's the use o' gaun wi' them ?' he 
answered ; * the chiel's no here.' 

I patted him again. 

' That's just what I think. And where 
do you fancy he might be ?' 

* I dinna ken ; but he's no here.' 

It was ridiculous, perhaps, but I felt the 
greatest satisfaction and consolation for this 
confirmation of my own views. 

In half an hour the search was com- 
pleted, and with the result Willie had fore- 
told. The captain, however, did not 
appear to be in the least disappointed ; and 
as he came into the stablcj I heard him 
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telling the ostler to saddle a couple of 
horses. 

* You have not found hun ?' I said mildly. 
Mactier turned his light full upon me, to 

see if I was sneering at him ; and being 
satisfied that I was not, he answered 
hastily : 

* No, I did not expect to find him here ; 
but I like to make sure at everj" step I 
take.' 

' Then where do you expect he is ?' 

* Where!' exclaimed Mactier, as if amazed 
at my stupidity. * He's on the way to 
Edinburgh, of course ; and if I don't collar 
him on the road, I'll have him in the city. 
He's got Cargill's order for two thousand; 
he knows he can get that cashed in Edin- 
burgh by some friend, and then he'll make 
across the water. What are you to 
do?' 

* Stay here.' 

Mactier laughed, as if my decision were 
rather a good joke than the serious resolve 
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of a man of sense. I own I was a little 
piqued, but I could not retaliate, 

• Very well,' he said, * I won't trouble 
you for an explanation of your new theory. 
You see, I am such a commonplace sort of 
fellow that I drive right at the natural 
appearance of things, and don't waste time 
hunting for needles in haystacks.' 

He turned to his men to give them some 
directions, whilst the two horses which 
Nick had saddled were led out to the yard. 
The captain had chosen ' one of his men to 
accompany him, whilst the others were 
• despatched on various routes on foot, all to 
meet in Edinburgh. 

I warned Nicol Ogg not to attempt to 
hide himself from me, assured him that no 
harm would come to him if he would deal 
openly with us, and I quitted the yard with 
Willie just as the captain and his man 
galloped off to the mainroad for the capital. 

We walked slowly towards my house, and 
I was busy turning the whole case over 
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in my mind. I don't think I ever was so 
near success, and found myself so completely 
baffled. But there was no use wasting time 
regretting what could not be helped. There 
was a task before me : to discover the mean- 
ing which lay under Hewitt's manoeuvres. 
That there was a meaning everything tended 
to convince me. 

To that task I devoted myself with as 
much calmness as I could command ; and to 
put a restraint upon my nervous eager- 
ness, which was apt to mislead me^ I was 
determined to set it all down in writing. 
That is my usual course when I find myself 
excited. 

So, as soon as we had got into the house, 
I sent Willie to bed, and then sat down to 
my note-book. 

There are three items to be considered 
in the attempt to form an estimate of 
Hewitt's probable future course. 

First — Mr. Cargill's order for two thou- 
sand pounds. 
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Second — The meaning of the note to 
Miss Burnett. 

Third — The motive of his singular dis- 
appearance from the stable loft. 

That brings the points of the case to- 
gether.. Now, as to the first item. By 
what means did he ^obtain two orders for 
such a large sum from the millionnaire ? 
Was it in the character of agent for Taven- 
dale, and to be used for his defence ; or 
was it obtained through Sarah's hands ? 
The latter is the more likely, because Mr. 
Cargill, so far as it appears to me, is 
scarcely sufficiently interested in my unfor- 
tunate prisoner to make any eflfort to save 
him which might compromise himself — 
unless he has been made aware of his 
daughter's marriage. 

But the manner in which Hewitt got 
the drafts is of little consequence at 
present ; enough that, having got one of 
them, he is provided with the means of 
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escape if he can only get it cashed. Upon 
that ' if ' hangs a great deal. 

It is not at all improbable that, as Mactier 
suspected, he might go to Edinburgh, in- 
tending to cash it through some friend 
there. It is more probable, however, hav- 
ing regard to the character of the man, that 
he will either endeavour to cash it himself 
at the bank here in Glasgow, or that he 
will endeavour to get Sarah to cash it for 
him. This course avoids the necessity of 
a third confederate ; it is the boldest course, 
and is therefore least likely to be suspected 
and forestalled, and therefore is the course 
he is most likely to adopt. 

Having the money, and knowing that it 
provided means of escape, what did his 
promise to pay it to Nicol Ogg signify ? 
Plainly, nothing. He had no intention at 
all of paying his creditor, and he made the 
promise merely to obtain the ostler's services 
in carrying his note. 

That brings me to the second point. 

VOL. III. 35 
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The note was of such a nature that it 
required no answer ; yet he made the mes- 
senger believe that an answer was required, 
and would be given. He deceived the 
man in this, and he had a purpose in doing 
so. That purpose was to delay his return, 
and to lead him to the belief that his 
absence was caused by some unexpected 
alarm. Or he believed that Nick would 
betray him at once to the authorities, and 
gave him a missive which would not convey 
a scrap of information to them, whilst he 
three or four times repeated the statement 
that he was going to Edinburgh. 

That leads me to my third point — the 
meaning of his singular disappearance. 

Not intending to pay Nick his money, he 
had gone to him, frankly told him in what 
direction he was to take his flight, and sent 
him on an errand without any thought of 
waiting for his return. Nick having gone, 
Hewitt, calculating that he would betray 
him, secured the door inside, and made his 
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escape immediately. Counting upon having 
been betrayed, he would credit my comrades 
with all the haste of judgment which was 
actually displayed, and that they would pur- 
sue him hot-foot in the direction he himself 
had indicated, whilst he quietly remained 
in safety behind them. 

Sum-total : Hewitt has not left the city. 

That being the case, now for my course. 
He will attempt to cash the order, and in 
person. I must set a watch upon the bank, 
and arrest him in the act. 

Next, he will attempt to communicate 
with Sarah, in the hope of learning some- 
thing of my movements, even if he be in- 
capable, as I believe him to be, of making 
a further attempt to persuade her to join 
him in his flight. I must set a watch 
upon the house in Hill Street, and that 
gives me a second chance of laying hold of 
him. That is satisfactory. 

No, it is not satisfactory. What am I to 
do about Sarah ? I cannot use her as a 

35—2 
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bait to catch the villain without warning 
her. It is the last piece of weakness to 
which I must submit on her account. I 
will go to her in the morning, and tell her 
to avoid him. 

Poor girl, I owe her something for the 
many hours which she made happy for me. 
Ah ! if I had only been a younger man. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

SARAH Burnett's confidant. 

I WILL not survive the fever that is throb- 
bing in my veins. Respect, friendship^ and 
love itself are all sacrificed. I cannot live 
after to be pointed at and scorned. 

But they shall know" the worst I am, and 
that worst is better than they would believe 
me to be until the truth is known from my- 
self. 

Dare I speak now, whilst he is still in 
danger ? 

No, I cannot. He has deceived me 
cruelly ; his hand has stricken two lives — 
mine with the other. But I cannot be his 
executioner. 
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WhUst he is still in danger I must be 
silent, let them think what they may of me. 
This book alone shall be my confidant; 
here all shall be told ; and when the icy 
welcome hand of death removes me, the 
trath will be known — my guilt and his 
guilt to the fullest. 

The pale morning light is creeping into 
the room. The candle is flickering with a 
feeble sickly light ; there are little piles of 
filmy ashes strewn upon the hearth — ashes 
of my dead love. 

These are the first things I ^ee, the first 
things I feel^ when I waken fi"om the torpor 
in which I must have been sitting by the 
table here all night. The sickly candle 
burning in the socket reminds me of the 
hopes that have burned out this night ; the 
grey dawn with its promise of sunshine re- 
minds me that its light is for others, that 
there is only darkness for me. These ashes ! 
— ay, it was well that in the strength of 
frenzy I burned his letters. This morning 
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T would have been too weak to have de- 
stroyed these puny things that were as iron 
chains in binding me to him. These ashes 
are all that is left of many heart-links that 
Were so precious to me, and now a breath 
scatters them. 

I am glad it has been done ; had these 
letters remained they would have weakened 
my hand, weakened my brain — they would 
have drawn me to him in spite of myself, 
and made me the wife of a 

See, I cannot write the word. But I 
will write it ; I will think of it ; it shall be 
the charm to guard me from him. 

Yes, last night I would have consented 
to be the wife of an assassin. 

How long ago is it ? — eight hours ' 
Eight years could not have made me so old 
and weary of all that is in life. Yet I seem 
to recollect nothing ; I seem to feel 
nothing, but that there is a black long waste 
lying between me and last night. 

There were those few terrible moments 



24 A HARD KNOT. 

when he stood with me confessing all, not 
by words but by looks, that told more than 
words ever could have done ; he stood with 
me pleading, and I yielded. Then came a 
confusion of voices, a rush of footsteps, he 
fled from me, and there was darkness. 

Then I saw Mr. Hadden bending over 
me, and I bade him go away ; I came in 
here and locked the door. I understood 
nothing clearly after that. In my trance I 
must have taken out his letters, and drawn 
the light beside me. One by one I must 
have destroyed them. Looking back I see 
dimly, as if it had been another person, my- 
self holding the letters to the flame, and 
watching them bum till not a scrap was 
left. 

I pray that in burning them I have broken 
the last tie between us. The prayer must 
be sincere, for I feel no pain, no regret. 
Only a dull throbbing of my heart, a burning 
weight upon my brow, and a sense of weak- 
ness in my limbs. Can it be that death is 
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already Btretching peaceful arms towards 
me ? I hope it may be so. Would that 
it might come before I have to meet Mr. 
Cargill and his daughter ! 

They will be here to-day, or they will 
send for me. How am I to meet his stem 
contempt, and her white face, with its in- 
nocent wonder and horror? I think that 
will be harder to bear than his wrath. She 
will not upbraid me, she will not scorn me ; 
she will pity me, and her pity will be a 
heavier blow than all the contumely of the 
world. 

I who have caused her so much misery ; 
I who was about to wound her gentle nature 
to the quick — who did wound it so ; I who 
made her believe that she was the child of 
shame, and who was about to assume the 
honourable position she occupies — oh ! I 
could bear her scorn a hundred thousand 
times rather than her pity once. 

But I did not mean to thrust her from 
her home ; I wished no more than to share 
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her position with her, although he would 
have had me grasp and retain it all. But 
I can do something yet to make reparation. 
I can save her husband. 

To that task I will devote myself. Come 
what will, he shall not suffer for the crime 
of which he is innocent. Kather than that, 
I will myself bear witness against Laurence 
Hewitt. 

That must be the last resource, however. 
I must try to enable him to escape to some 
distant country, where he may be safe from 
pursuit, where he may lead a new life and 
atone, if atonement be possible, for his 
crime. 

Mr. Hadden has been here. At first I 
was not inclined to see him, although he 
has been my best friend, ready in every 
difficulty to assist me with advice and 
money. Perhaps that is why I felt so 
averse to meeting him. I had deceived 
him with the rest, and when one feels one's 
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self so worthless as I do now, the aversion 
to meet true friends is natural. I desired 
his respect, and I had forfeited every claim 

to it. 

Bat Susan, who has heen at the door re* 
peatedly this morning, hogging me, poor 
thing, to take some food or some tea, or to 
speak to her, insisted that I should go to 
him, as he had tidings of importance for 
me. She threatened to run away from the 
house if I did not come out of my room, as 
she could not bear any longer to feel herself 
alone in the place, with the dead body of my 
mother lying in the next room. 

I did not heed the girl's threat, and I 
had not sensibility left in my heart to feel 
any gratitude for her simple sympathy. 
But I was moved by the probable nature 
of the subject to which Mr. Hadden's 
tidings might refer. 

I rose and went to him. I expected to 
see him cold and angry with me, aware of 
the deception I had practised upon him. I 
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was mistaken. The old kindly look was 
on his face, with a shadow of sadness that 
I knew was on my account. 

Yet I doubted him, afraid that he had 
come to question me about — why does it 
cost me so much pain to write the name, 
Laurence Hewitt ? 

At sight of me he started, made a quick 
step toward me, and then halted, his hands 
playing nervously with his hat and staff, 
and an expression of fright on his face. 

I did not speak. He had not held out 
his hand to me ; he had paused in advancing 
to me ; he had shrunk from touching me. 

Again I wronged him. After trying to 
speak, and failing, he came to my side and 
gently grasped my hand. It was a warm, 
kindly grasp, and yet so gentle that I felt 
it was the touch of a friend who would not 
desert me altogether in my shame. 

There was a long, square mirror above 
the mantelpiece. He drew me to the hearth, 
and made me look in the mirror. 
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I understood then why he had started 
and seemed so much agitated. 

My eyes were sunken, and were encircled 
hj deep blue lines. My cheeks seemed to 
have grown hollow and my brow furrowed 
since last night. My lips were blue, and 
compressed with a spasmodic tightness ; my 
hair, jet and glossy before, was now dry 
and matted, falling over my brow and 
temples, and was streaked with grey. 

It was the haggard face of an old woman 
who had suffered years of anguish ; and one 
night had wrought this change. 

I did not marvel at his surprise — I did 
not marvel at his compassion and agitation. 
But they afforded me the first thrill of sen- 
sibility I had experienced since Laurence 
started from my side — a hunted criminal. 
The feeling was one of pain ; not at the 
change in my appearance. God knows, 
whatever woman's vanity had been in my 
nature before, there was none left now. 

The pain was at the recognition of his 
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fidelity ; that, seeing me as I was, knowing 
me to be what I am, he could still entertain 
a thought for me other than that of con- 
temptuous pity. 

After the long period of dull inanimation 
through which I had passed, any feeling 
would have been a relief ; and this was a 
relief as intense as that of one who sud- 
denly recovers from paralysis. 

Yet I had not power to express this feel- 
ing ; not a feature moved to show that his 
sympathy had touched me. Coldly and 
steadily as an automaton I turned from the 
glass and fixed my gaze on him. 



CHAPTER XXXVm, 

THE INTERVIEW. 

He misinterpreted my expression. He 
thought I douhted the motive of his visit 
still, when all douht had heen dispelled. 

He spoke with nervous haste. 

' I do not come to question you/ he said; 
* I come to warn you.' 

I tried to say thank you» but my tongue 
was parched and would not move. I bowed 
my head, and he went on : 

' This is no time for explanations. I 
seek none, and do not mean to give any. 
I am here at this early hopr to warn you.' 

He seemed to expect me to say some- 
thing at this repetition of the purpose of 
his visit, and began again to handle his 
staflf nervouslj'. 



« 
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I could only stare at him dumbly, al- 
though I saw that he was becoming excited 
and troubled by my silence. 

' This house is watched, and will be 
watched for days to come,' he proceeded 
abruptly. 

* Yes,' I managed to say slowly ; but 
although all my strength was thrown into 
the eflfort, my voice did not rise above a 
whisper. 

* My warning is, then, that you should 
hold no communication, by post or mes- 
senger, with anybody who — ^who ' he 

stammered, in the difficulty he felt of giving 
his warning without recalling my disgrace ; 
* that is, in fact, with anybody who may 
be desirous of avoiding acquaintances.' 

He stopped and looked at me, waiting for 
my reply. 

* Thank you,' I said, in the same cold 
whisper as before. 

He seemed to be more than ever as- 
tonished by my coldness, and he had reason 
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to be SO, for he could not know the numb- 
ness which overpowered me and demanded 
so great an effort to overcome, even for the 
httle I had said. 

He began to move toward the door 
nervously. 

* I know you are in pain, and I will not 
add to it by remaining with you any longer,' 
he continued. ' I have given you the warn- 
ing. You know its importance; and I only 
ask you to remember by-and-by that they 
are the only words I have ever spoken which 
could be construed by my worst enemy into 
a betrayal of my duty. Kemember that ; 
try to think how much it has cost me to 
speak them for your sake, and blame me as 
little as you can for what will happen by- 
and-by.' 

' What will happen by-and-by !' How 
the words echoed and rang in my brain ! I 
knew — I knew his meaning, and his grave 
tone of conviction smote me like an iron 
rod till my body shook. 
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He was at the door when I called to him, 

' Mr. Hadden- ' 

My voice sounded so harsh and sharp 
that it startled myself as well as my friend. 

He returned to me quickly, dropping his 
hat and staff on the table. 

* Miss Burnett — Sarah/ he cried ex- 
citedly, * this will kill you !' 

- He took my hand, attempting to lead me 
to a chair ; but I did not move, and he de- 
sisted. He continued to hold my hand, 
and I was dimly conscious that his hand 
trembled on mine. 

I stood there and spoke, but the voice 
and words were like those of another person 
to whom I was listening. I seemed to be 
gazing through a white mist mto a chaos, 
and I had only the consciousness of one in 
a trance of what I said. 

* You see that my manner is strange. I 
am aware of that, and yet have no power 
to, control it. You think me ungrateful for 
the sacrifice you are making in my behalf. 
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But I am not nngratefnl — oh, sir, I am 
bitterly mindfnl of all I owe you for this, 
and many, many kindnesses I have never 
deserved from you.' 

^ Hush, hush, Sarah 1' he interrupted, 
nervously shaldng my hand and trying to 
stop me ; ' don't speak of that, my poor 
lassie — I may call you by the old pet names 
still, may I not ? There is nobody else to 
call you by them now/ 

I looked at him; vaguely I saw his 
features through the mist that hung over 
my eyes. I would have given my life if I 
could have felt myself worthy of that 
earnest look of regard he had fixed upon 
me. 

* Can you call me by them still T 

* If you will let me.' 

* Do you know everything ?' 

* Everything — more than you know your- 
self yet, I hope.' 

I shaded my eyes and tried to clear the 

mist from them that I might see him better, 
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whilst my words were pronounced firmly, so 
that I might remove any misapprehension 
of my guilt he might be labouring under. 

* You cannot know more than I do now.' 
' No matter. I am sorry — but no matter. 

That cannot change me. You could not 
prevent it.' 

' I could have prevented it.' 

* I say you could not prevent it ; and 
even if you could, I say again no matter.' 

* You know that I have deceived you ?' 
'Yes.' 

* You know that I may have to answer for 
my share of what has happened in the 
position of a criminal T 

He was frightened at that ; but presently 
his fright appeared to have reference rather 
to my mental state than to the prospect I 
had suggested. 

* You have been excited, and tried beyond 
your strength, Sarah,' he said kindly ; ' you 
have had no rest, and I don't wonder that 
your overtaxed brain takes a morbid view 
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of your position. The thing you have 
hinted at will never occur.' 

I wish it had been possible to show him 
my gratitude for the consolation he offered 
me. But a morbid fiend possessed me. 

* I will owe my safety to the mercy of 
those I have wronged; but even then I 
cannot escape the shame that every honest 
tongue will cast at me.' 

That was my answer, and although I saw 
it pained him I could not check myself. 
He was patient with me. 

^ You must lie down and rest, Sarah, my 
lassie ; and if it will give you any comfort 
to know it, be satisfied that, no matter what 
the worst may be that comes to you, my 
hand will be ready to help you to bear it. 
When everybody turns against you, that's 
just the time you will find me nearest you. 
Thunder ! but if I was a younger man that's 
just the time I would marry you !' 

' Marry me ?' 

I sickened at the thought of any man's 
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life being tied to such a wretched wreck as 
mine. 

I drew my hand from him and covered 
my face ; not to hide tears or blushes — ^I 
had none — ^but to compress my brow, which 
was swelling and throbbing as if it would 
burst with the thought, the treacherous 
thought which his self-sacrificing friendship 
had suggested to me. 

But I was not so base as not to wince at 
the proposition I was about to make. 
There was still good enough left in my 
nature to enable me to respect truth and 
honour in whatever form they came, and I 
hesitated long before I spoke. 

Perhaps I should not have spoken, but I 
desired the end so much that any sophistry 
sufficed to justify me to myself; and the 
sophistry I used now was the pitiful one 
that in the escape of Laurence time was 
afforded him for repentance, and no one. 
could be harmed by granting that mercy. 

* Am I to go now, Sarah ?' he said, 
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stretching his hand towards his hat, and 
apparently thinking his vehemence had 
offended me ; * or do yon wish me to stay ? 
Have yon anything to tell me ? Yon won't 
mind the ridiculons observation I made just 
now. You know how long I have looked 
upon yon as a child of my own.' 

* Do not speak that way, sir. It is I who 
should be on my knees at your feet begging 
your forgiveness, not you who should be 
addressing me as one deserving a single 
kindly thought.' 

*Now, now, don't say anything more 
about that; Just tell me if there is any- 
thing I can do for you, and let me go.' 

With an angry impulse to subdue every 
qualm of conscience I answered : 

* There is something you can do for me.' 

* Well, what is it — why do you stop ?' 

^ Because it is so difficult to tell you the 
service I would ask.' 

* That's unkind — to have any such feeling 
with me/ 
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' You will not think so when you know 
what it is.' 

* I cannot think of anything that I would 
not do for your sake if it would only give 
you relief,' he said earnestly. 

' You can relieve me. Oh, if you would 
only do this service for me, you would not 
only make me your debtor for life — for that 
I am already — but you would bind every 
thought and action of my future to you \ 
There is no drudgery, no task or shame 
that I would not submit to for your sake, 
if you will only consent to help me 
now.' 

He looked bewildered at first, and then 
he shook his head gravely. 

' There is no service in my power that 
can earn such devotion. But anything I 
can do I will do for no other reward than 
the satisfaction of knowing that it helps 
you.' 

* I will tell you. I know that you are a 
detective.' 
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* That I suspected. When did you dis- 
cover my profession ?' 

' Four days ago. But a fortnight ago I 
knew that you were connected with the law, 
although in what capacity I did not then 
understand.' 

^ And it was in consequence of knowing 
that, that you first laid before me Mr. 
CargiU's letters ?' 

I saw that his face was assuming a dif- 
ferent aspect, almost a stern aspect, and his 
eyes were fixed upon me with a penetrating 
gaze. But I had determined to conceal 
nothing from him, and I replied steadily : 

* It was.' 

' You were told to lay them before me ?' 

* Yes.' 

' That will do. I must not question you 
further, because I am so involved that all 
you say I must use for a purpose which will 
not please you. I did not mean to ask you 
so much as I have done, but you see my 
tongue slips, and the habit of prying into 
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everything is too strpng for me. Don't 
give me another chance of putting a question. 
Let me know what you w^^it at once/ 

I clenched my hands, and in desperation 
found the words that were so hard to 
speak. 

* You are in pursuit of Laurence Hewitt 
— desist from the pursuit. There is no 
man he fears except you — ^let him escape ; 
and when he is beyond his present danger 
do with me what you will.' 

I expected him to be indignant at the 
proposition at first, and I had hoped by my 
prayers to win his consent. But he showed 
neither anger nor surprise. He patted me 
pityingly upon the shoulder, as if I had been 
a child, and had hurt myself. 

' Poor lassie, poor lassie !' he said con- 
solingly. * I knew you would be faithful 
under any circumstances, even to such a — 
well, we won't say what. I wish I could have 
helped you, but it is impossible.' 

I could not argue with him when he 
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spoke in this way — ^I conld only echo that 
last word ^ impossible/ 

' Yes, impossible/ he went on ; * by my 
means an innocent man has been placed in 
peril of his life, by my means he most be 
rescued/ 

^ But by rescuing him is it necessary that 
the other should take his place ?' 

* It is necessary/ 

' Even when I place in your hands proofs 
sufficient to remove every stain and sus- 
picion from Tavendale?' 

^ Do not tempt me. I see only one course 
clear and straight before me. Duty and 
justice both compel me to follow it/ 

' Then I must stand alone to help him/ 

'For Heaven's sake/ he cried in agitation, 
' do not make your position worse than it is 
already j by attempting to help that wretch ! 
— ^there, I should not have said that to you. 
But remember, every step you take is 
watched, and that any effort you make to 
assist him will be the means of delivering 
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him into the hands of justice. Will you 
promise me to do nothing for him ?' 

' I cannot promise that/ 

' You will forgive me for refusing to assist 
you in this.* 

' I asked you to do an act of injustice to 
others, an act of injustice to yourself. I 
see and know that your refusal has dis- 
tressed you, and it is I who crave your 
pardon for making the request. I know 
that you pity me, I know that you have 
some regard for me ; and you will make 
allowances for the miserable conduct into 
which my own guilt and the feelings I once 
entertained for him forced me.' 

' Then you don't care for him now ? 
You would not go with him if he was here 
begging you to go, and had a clear path 
before him ?' 

I looked at him, wondering that he could 
have imagined it possible for me to link 
myself to Laurence Hewitt after I had had 
time to realize the full extent of his crime. 
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He understood me, and tried to prevent me 
speaking. 

* Don't say a word/ he cried ; * you can't 
guess what a joy you have given me. You 
have lifted a load as heavy as Nelson's 
monument from my shoulders.' 

' But you must hear me — you must un- 
derstand me. Although every feeling of 
respect and liking for him is crushed out 
from my heart, still the memory of what 
he was to me compels me to use what 
power I have left in trying to aid his 
escape.' 

' I see it is no use attempting to persuade 
yoa to what I helieve to be the proper 
course. I know how positive you are, I 
see how faithful you can be, and I can only 
wish that such a good heart had been given 
to one who valued it/ 

* You are going — shall I see you again ?' 

* Not until this business is over, or until 
you have forsaken every thought of assisting 
him.' 
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' You are angry with me.' 

* No, I am very sorry for you. Eemem- 
ber what I said to you : and one thing 
more — ^you will likely have a visit from 
Captain Mactier ; be careful in speaking to 
him. Should any event of importance occur 
which places you in a difficulty, send for 
me. Good-bye, Sarah — ^be careful.' 

There was a tenderness in his manner as 
he pressed my hand, which was different in 
some strange way from what it used to be, 
eccentrically affectionate as it had always 
been. He went away, and I felt that I 
had parted with my best friend — my only 
friend. 

My conversation with Mr. Hadden has 
liad a good effect upon me. The blood 
seems to be circulating more freely through 
my body ; the feeling of congestion in the 
brain is less severe ; I see more clearly, and 
feel readier for the task before me. 

I do not understand why this interview 
produced such an effect, since the result has 
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been to leave me without even the hope of 
one friend to help me in the coarse I have 
determined npon. Perhaps it is because his 
kindness has made me feel that there is one 
person in the world who, happen what may, 
will try to understand me, and in under- 
standing me> will blame my conduct 
less. 

I have bathed my head with cold water, 
and taken some of the tea which Susan has 
been forcing upon me. They used to tell 
me that I was a woman of strong nerve, and 
I am conscious now that I must have been 
so before last night. I feel as if something 
of the old strength had returned to me, for 
the spirit of determination which Laurence 
used to praise so much is rising within me, 
and I set my face resolutely to meet the 
difficulties that lie in my path, and to do 
what I conceive to be my duty. 

First, then, when he calls upon me for 
help I must be ready. He has no one else 
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whom he can trust, and I cannot forsake 
him. 

I must not mpve from the house, I must 
wait. Whilst waiting I must prepare for 
that reparation which I have resolved upon 
making to Miss Cargill and her father — ^I 
dare not call him mine now. That is the 
highest and chief duty for which life is valu- 
able to me still. 

I will set down everything here, dis- 
guising nothing, hiding nothing, baring my 
heart and thought as truly as if I stood 
before the great judgment-seat. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

TO CATHERINE CARGILL, OF MAYISBANE, FROM 

SARAH BURNETT. 

The proper beginning of ray confession is 
with the day on which I first encountered 
Laurence Hewitt. He was a clerk in the 
office of the agents through whom my 
mother's allowance was paid. 

One day, four years ago, my mother re- 
quired me to go to the office to obtain an 
advance upon her allowance. She required 
it immediately to pay a creditor — a di'aper 
— who had become importunate, and refused 
to wait for payment longer than he had 
already done. The amount had been due 
to him for twelve months, and he threatened 
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to poind and sell our furniture if the account 
were not settled on the following morning. 

What a petty, what a contemptible be- 
ginning to such a dark tragedy! You, 
Catherine Cargill, the daughter of a mil- 
lionnaire, who have never known any need 
of money that could not be satisfied with 'a 
single word, how can I hope to make you 
feel the bitter shame, the cruel humiliktion 
under which a proud nature smarts when a 
tradesman has to become a dun ? 

Mine was a proud nature, and the trials 
which my mother's carelessness about money 
brought upon us — petty as they may appear 
to you — tortured me and hardened me. 

They might have had a different effect 
if I had had a different training; but my 
mother was a vain woman, and, till within 
three months of her death, she seemed to 
be indifferent to everything except dress. 
She did not care at what sacrifice or at 
what suffering to others this vanity was 
gratified, if it was gratified. The con- 
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sequence of that was that as long as I can 
remember we were always in debt and 
always in dread that every knock at the 
door was another creditor come to demand 
his due. 

Keenly I sa£fered that dread when I 
came at too early an age to understand our 
positi6n ; my mother became so accustomed 
to be asked for money which she had not 
got to give that she was indi£ferent. I 
was too proud ever to become so, and the 
daily frets to which I was compelled to 
submit on this account made me hate the 
rich because they were rich. 

I tried to reduce our expenses in every 
way that lay in my power ; but, from the 
moment when I took charge of the house 
until now, I have never known what it was 
to feel secure from the insults of impatient 
creditors. 

I mention all this in the hope that it 
may in some degree explain the deformity 
of my nature, and that it may help you to 
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understand the high appreciation and value 
I placed on the service rendered me on the 
day when I went to the office of my mother's 
agents for the advance of Tier allowance. 

Both the principals of the firm were from 
home ; one would not return for three days, 
the other not for a week, and on the next 
day our creditor would fulfil his threat. 

Mr. Hewitt was the managing clerk. 
He observed my distress, and, probably 
guessing the cause, he asked me to speak 
with him in his private room. There he 
begged me to speak freely and explain 
everything. 

I did so, and he took upon himself the re- 
sponsibility of making the required advance. 

You can only understand my gratitude 
for this act of kindness if you understand 
the extent of the relief it gave me. I was 
capable of gratitude then, and the very 
hardness of my heart, which rendered it so 
difficult to reach, made my respect for him 
the stronger. 
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After that, instead of the junior clerk 
who had formerly called every quarter with 
my mother's allowance, Mr. Hewitt came 
himself. He was made welcome by me : 
he was welcomed also by my mother, for 
he had some pretensions to manner and 
appearance which pleased her. Besides, 
he endeavoured to please her by paying her 
the innumerable little attentions which she 
was so eager to receive, and to which she 
had been for some time a stranger. 

His visits soon became frequent, and 
with those of another friend, Mr. John 
Hadden, formed the one pleasure of my 
dull, hopeless life. 

Before we had known each other many 
months, he asked me to be his wife. He 
told me frankly that he was penniless ; that 
he had worked his own way to what little 
position he had ; and that, as in the past, 
so in the future, he had nothing save his 
own exertions to depend upon for success. 
I accepted him, and was proud of him. 
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because he had been so frank, and because, 
with opportunities to make his marriage a 
step towards his advancement, he preferred 
to trust to his own labour, and to take a 
wife without position or money. 

I have said that nothing shall be dis- 
guised here ; and although I shrink from 
saying it now, in view of what has since 
occurred, I will say it — I loved him with 
a passion that would have hesitated at no 
sin, no shame for his sake. God knows 
how wretchedly I have proved the depth of 
that passion. 

I told ^him everything then within my 
knowledge of my mother's affairs and of my 
own prospects. They were poor enough ; 
but he was generous, and told me that he 
valued my strong affection and resolute 
spirit more than all the wealth in the city. 
They were things, he said, to help a man 
in the world if he was only willing to work. 
Surely such words, as these gave me reason 
to be proud of him. 
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He explained to me that he was anxious 
to start in business on his own account ; 
that, from the favour shown to him by a 
number of gentlemen, he believed he could 
form an extensive and profitable connection 
if he had only the means to take an office 
and to support himself for six or nine 
months. We discussed the matter again 
and again without seeing any immediate 
prospect of realizing our wishes in this 
respect. 

I had no money, and it was impossible 
to touch my mother's allowance, because 
that was already mortgaged for the neces- 
sities of the house. His salary was so 
small that it had been barely sufficient to 
enable him to maintain the appearance 
necessary to his position. So he had been 
unable to save anything, and he did not 
know anyone from whom he could venture 
to ask. the loan of the sum he required, 
namely, one hundred and fifty pounds. 
I have mentioned another friend who 
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was frequently at our house, Mr. Hadden. 
He is an old gentleman without any rela- 
tions. His habits were eccentric, but his 
heart was and is a good kind one. He 
had taken a strong liking to me, and with 
the watchfulness of a tender father noted 
my every whim, and endeavoured to check 
it when the whim was a wrong one, and 
to gratify it whenever it seemed right. 

I need not delay here in trying to explain 
the many little ways in which Mr. Hadden 
displayed his affection for me. The advice 
and assistance which I could not obtain 
from my mother I learned to seek from him. 
I learned to trust him, and until after I had 
promised to become the wife of Laurence 
Hewitt I do not think that I have hidden 
a thought or action of my life from him. 

I do not know yet why I fancied that the 
revelation of my betrothal would pain him, 
and shrank from confessing it to him. But 
at last I did confess it to him ; and although 
at first he seemed startled and troubled by 
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the confession, he presently showed himself 
eager to serve me and my fat ore husband. 

He advanced the money required, and 
Mr. Hewitt started in business on his own 
account. The calculations Laurence made 
were speedily confirmed ; and he soon began 
to obtain a valuable practice. But, until 
his position became assured, and his debt to 
Mr. Hadden was paid, by his desire our 
marriage was from time to time post- 
poned. 

I never doubted his reasons for this post- 
ponement ; I never doubted that it was in 
consideration of my comfort that he wished 
to make his position sure before we married. 
There were few people for whom I cared ; 
my life had been an isolated one ; and when 
I did love, I gave my whole heart and faith. 
That was why I submitted blindly to his 
arguments, never thinking v/hat evil results 
this delay might produce. So convinced 
was I that this delay was necessary, that 
latterly, when he urged me to throw pru- 
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dence to the wind and become his wife, I 
refused. 

Meanwhile, he maintained a position of 
high respectability, and obtained a place in 
the best society in the city. That was my 
chief reason for now desiring delay on my 
part; for I saw, or imagined I saw, that 
our marriage would interfere with his 
advancement. 

' You will say that this was a cold, a 
callous, and a worldly view to take of such 
a tie. No doubt it was ; and no doubt my 
own nature was to blame for it in the first 
instance ; but something of the error is at- 
tributable to his teachings. Eemember how 
I loved him, and you will understand how 
my whole mind became absorbed in him. 
Day after day I listened to his bitter 
philosophy, which made money the idol of 
the world, and goodness nothing. Day 
after day he would point out to me how 
men and women, ignorant and educated, 
bowed down before wealth ; how they 
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grovelled and humiliated themselves to 
obtain it; how they courted and fawned 
upon those who possessed it ; how the rich 
man was a king among his fellows, whilst 
the good man was thrust aside and uncared 
for. 

My own experience had been of such a 
kind as to make me a ready pupil to such 
teachings. My knowledge of life had been 
obtained amongst its pettiest cares, with 
Uttle friendship or kindness to lighten it, 
and give my mind breadth. My thought 
and sight seemed to contract, and I saw the 
world through one light. I learned to 
surpass my teacher in cynicism and con- 
tempt for the creatures about me. 

I craved for wealth and for position, not 
hi any good that they might enable me to 
do, but for. the power they would give to 
spurn those who now seemed to spurn me 
because of my poverty. 

It was in this diseased state of mind that 
I made the discovery of the letters written 
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by Mr. Cargill, which led me to the belief 
that I was his legitimate daughter, whilst 
you were enjoying all the advantages of the 
position which was really mine. 

I made the discovery exactly in the 
manner related to Mr. Hadden; and my 
first feeling on making it was one of deliri- 
ous joy. The wealth, the power for which 
I yearned was within my grasp. I desired 
the position which the letters indicated as 
mine too much to hesitate for an instant in 
giving them entire credence. They seemed 
to ofifer me all that I had most desired : 
huge riches for myself and Laurence, riches 
that would make us envied and adulated by 
the cringing world. 

No more anxious days and nights about 
the miserable expenses of our housekeeping ; 
no more pinching and scraping to maintain 
an appearance of respectability; no more 
desires to be stifled and pleasures to be 
denied. 

I did not think of the misery which my 
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discovery would bring upon you, or the 
shame it would entail upon my father. I 
thought only of myself and Laurence. 

With the suspicious greed of a miser who 
fears to display his wealth lest it should be 
stolen from him, I concealed my discovery 
from my mother until I had seen Mr. 
Hewitt. 

I took the letters and I went with them 
to his office. His delight was not less 
than mine, but it was calmer and more 
calculating. After he had read them care- 
fully through, and made numerous notes 
of the principal letters and of the results of 
his perusal of them, he folded them up 
carefully again, and handed them back 
to me. 

He was pale and excited, although he 
preserved the utmost calmness of manner. 
I observed then, as I had repeatedly oL- 
served before, that when he was most 
excited his manner was most calm and 
deliberate. 
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* Treasure these/ he said ; ' they are 
your title-deeds to a million.' 

He spoke to me with the quiet polite- 
ness and reserve with which he might have 
addressed an ordinary client, I was sur- 
prised and a little dismayed, for, selfish as 
I was, I had no thought for myself in 
which he did not fully share. I had gone 
to him expecting to be clasped in his arms, 
in the great joy of knowing that all our 
difficulties were removed, that the future 
was clear before us, and that in marrying 
me he gained everything that I most de- 
sired for him. 

And now when he saw it all he stood 
coldly there, without even extending his 
hand to say that he was glad our course 
was clear. 

* Is that all you have to say ?* I asked. 
* Do you not see, can you not feel, can you 
not share my delight in this ?' 

His face seemed to brighten, but he com- 
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pressed his lips as if he were restrainin 
some impulse. 

* I do share your delight ; I congratulate 
you most sincerely.' 

'Congratulate me most sincerely, Lau- 
rence ?' I cried. * Why are you so cold ? 
Do you not see that this good fortune makes 
me glad for your sake more than my own ?' 

* Is that true V he said eagerly, holding 
his breath and bending towards me to scan 
my face the more closely. 

Something chilled me; it seemed as if 
my good fortune were to cost me his love, 
and for the moment I felt ready to cast my 
title-deeds, as he called them, into the fire. 
It was so strange, it was so cruel, that he 
should doubt my fidelity to him, as I saw 
he was doing by the keen inquiring gaze he 
fixed upon me. That was the first time I 
had ever questioned the power of wealth. 

I bent my head, and laid the letters down 
upon the table. 
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' Have I done anything [to offend you ?' 
I asked. 

He saw that I was pained ; he advanced 
to me and took my hand. 

* Offend me ? — you could not do that 
even if you tried. There is nothing in your 
power to do that can make me forget how 
much I owe you — hot even if you came to 
me now to tell me that our engagement is 
at an end.' 

I looked up to him quickly and angrily. 

* Do you suspect that T 

^ I suspect nothing/ he replied quietly ; 
' but when you engaged yourself to me I 
was a struggling man, and you my equal, 
because you had little more than myself. 
My position remains the same ; yours is 
altogether changed, and ' 

' And you doubted me. You thought that 
this change in my fortune would change my 
affection too. I have not deserved that 
suspicion from you.' 

'You mistake me, Sarah,' he said in a 
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low tone, but still maintaining an air of 
provoking distance. ' I know your head- 
strong nature and its generous impulses. 
You do not see the full importance of this 
discovery as I see it. You do not see that 
in becoming recognised as the daughter of 
Mr. Cargill you must consult his wishes in 
choosing a husband.' 

* He has never done anything to deserve 
the right to be consulted in such a matter. 
He has done everything to permit me to 
demand and to insist that my wishes alone 
shall be considered in this. And whether 
he had the right or not I would not alter, 
even if my decision were to bar me from 
my just claims.' 

* You think so now ; but when you have 
had time to reflect, and to realize the change 
fully, you will see that you owe yourself 
some consideration.' 

I was annoyed with him, and I spoke 
petulantly. 

VOL. III. 38 
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' Then you wish our engagement to be 
broken oflf ?' 

* Sarah !' 

The tone and look rebuked me. 

' If it is not that you mean, then what 
is it r 

' I mean nothing more than this, that I 
would think it a natural desire for you to 
wish our engagement cancelled now. On 
my part, what seemed like doubt of you, 
is a proof of how dearly I prize you. 
For although to lose you would be the 
wreck of every hope and chance for me in 
life, I wish to offer you the opportunity of 
releasing yourself.' 

* And I refuse to be released,' I cried 
passionately. 

He clasped me to his breast then, and I 
was assured that he loved me. More, I 
was assured that there was something else 
than money worth living for. 

< My own darling,' he said, ^ if you could 
only guess the agony I was suffering just 
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now when I seemed to you so cold and 
callous ; if you could only guess the relief 
and gladness you have given me, you would 
know how much dearer you are to me than 
anything the world can offer.' 

* The world offers you riches,' I said joy- 
fully, * and you will not refuse them because 
they are offered through me ?' 

' I will accept them because they are 
offered through you. And now sit down, 
and we will consider how we shall proceed 
in the business. It is one thing to have the 
title to a fortune, it is quite another thing 
to obtain the acknowledgment of that title/ 

He called to the boy in the outer room 
to tell anyone who called that he was par- 
ticularly engaged, and could not be seen for 
an hour at least. Then he locked the 
door, and seated himself by his table. He 
had placed a chair for me close to his own. 
He took up the sheet of paper upon 
which he ^^ written his notes of the 

letters. 
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' Now,' he began, * I am going to say 
something which will perhaps dishearten 
you ; but take courage, we have everj^thing 
in our favour. These letters clearly prove 
to my mind that you are the legitimate 
daughter of Eobert Cargill of Mavisbank. 
But the case will no doubt go into court, 
and there the proof will be insufficient.' 

* How ? — do you not say it is clear ?' 

' To you and to me, yes, but not in the 
eyes of the law. To satisfy the law we 
must be able to prove that the change of 
children took place as described in these 
letters ; and next, we must have conclu- 
sive proof that you are the child of Mrs. 
Cargill, who was changed for the child 
of Mrs. Burnett. That will be rather a 
difficult matter after the lapse of so many 
years.' 

' But Mrs. Burnett will not refuse to give 
evidence when she learns that the truth is 
known.' 

^Now, Sarah, you must look at this matter 
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with the cold and calculating eye of a 
stranger. What did Mrs. Burnett consent 
to part with her own child for at its birth ?' 

* To secure her the fortune and position 
which are mine by right.* 

* Exactly so. Yet Mrs. Burnett is not a 
very wicked or bad-hearted woman. She 
has never been very unkind to you ; she has 
never done anything to lead you to suspect 
her relationship to you.' 

' Never.' 

' And you can see from these letters that 
it cost her some grief to consent to the ar- 
rangement which separated her from her 
own child, notwithstanding the great ad- 
vantage her child was to obtain.' 

' Yes, I observed that ; but she did con- 
sent at last.' 

* Exactly so. And having consented, 
having overcome the first yearnings of a 
mother, she took you to her arms, and re- 
solutely set herself to the task of concealing 
the fraud which had been practised upon 
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yoTl. Now, having succeeded in concealing 
it all these years, do you think it is probable 
or even possible that she will turn round 
and acknowledge the truth willingly when 
she knows that it will ruin her daughter's 
prospects ? — prospects to which she has 
become accustomed — deprive her of for- 
tune, of her grand home, and disgrace 
her in the eyes of the many who respect 
and pay her homage now. Do you think 
a mother who has sacrificed so much, and 
who Has been faithful to her sacrifice so 
long, will do that T 

*But she must do it — she cannot help 
herself; we have the proofs.' 

^ Wrong again, Sarah. We have not 
the proofs ; we have only a part of them. 
A considerable part, certainly, but utterly 
useless unless we can obtain the rest. You 
see I am separating your interests and my 
own entirely from this case, and reviewing 
it in all its bearings just as I would that of 
an ordinary client.' 
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' But you seem almost as if you doubted 
the truth yourself/ I said, for his arguments 
made me uneasy. 

*No, no, I do not doubt at all myself; 
but as a lawyer I doubt everything, and 
you will see the importance of doing so 
presently.' 

He seemed so clear-sighted and wise 
that, whilst he seemed to be undermining 
my great hopes, I felt prouder of him than 
ever. I rested my hand on his arm, and 
looked at him trustfully. 

He appreciated this mark of confidence, 
for he smiled as he proceeded in the same 
calm, searching tone as before. 

* There is another phase of the question 
to be considered. Admitting the highly 
improbable event of Mrs. Burnett confessing 
the truth, even that would not be enough 
to establish your claim. You see by these 
letters that Mr. Cargill has quarrelled with 
her, and for years apparently has held no 
direct communication with her. Now, re- 
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member his high position, the respect and 
influence he possesses, and, above all, the 
power his wealth gives him. Kemember, 
too, that the daughter whom he has placed 
in the position of his heiress, and for whom, 
no doubt, he entertains some affection, has 
never been suspected to be other than she 
appears. Well, suppose I, a young and 
struggling lawyer, suddenly produce you as 
his legitimate heiress, and advance these 
letters and Mrs. Burnett in proof of the 
claim, what do you think would be the 
result r 

' I do not know.' 

* Why, that you and I would be de- 
nounced as impostors, and most likely would 
be consigned to prison for a year or two to 
repent our folly and the insult we offered to 
a man of his position.' 

He paused, as if to observe the effect of 
his words. I was dismayed enough, but, 
although the whole prospect seemed to 
darken before me, and I could see no way 
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through it, I did not lose heart. I felt a 
stem resolve rising within me, and the 
greater the obstacles to be enconntered, the 
greater became my determination to over- 
come them. 

* Then is the discovery of no value ? — is 
it impossible to prove the truth Y 

^ No, not impossible ; only difficult. You 
will see by the letter dated October that 
the nurse Jean Gorbal is in possession of 
certain letters which Mr. Cargill endea- 
voured to obtain from her. She refused to 
part with them, and T believe that these 
letters and her evidence would establish 
your claim in spite of the denial of Mrs. 
Burnett and Mr. Cargill. But, indeed, I 
do not think they would attempt to deny 
it if we had that proof 6n our side.' 

* Then I will see Jean Gorbal at once,' I 
exclaimed, partly rising from my seat. 

But he gently restrained me. 

* You must be calm, Sarah, if we are to 
succeed. You know this woman V 
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« Yes/ 

' Where does she live T 

' At Porfc-Dundas/ 

' What sort of a woman is she T 

* Somewhat vulgar and inclined to drink/ 
^ Is she friendly to you T 

' I think so. Until two years ago, I have 
not seen her since I was a child. But since 
she came to live at Port-Dundas I have 
met her several times,- and she has always 
been most kind to me.' 

' Has she ever given any hint that you 
could associate with this discovery ?' 

* I do not recollect — and yet, yes, I re- 
member now that twice after she had been 
drinking she has said that if she and Mrs. * 
Burnett liked I might be in a very different 
position from my present one. I under- 
stand what she meant now.' 

' Yes, it is quite clear,' he said slowly, 
and resting his brow on his hand. 

' I will go to her — 1 am sure she will 
help me.' 
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* Don't stir, you cannot be sure of any- 
one when their interests are concerned. It 
is a delicate and a dangerous matter we 
have in hand ; the result is a fortune, or 
maybe hopeless disgrace to both of us, and 
to all who aid us. This woman, Jean 
Gorbal, is no doubt well paid for her silence, 
and she will not readily consent to risk the 
loss of her present comforts to serve you or 
anybody, no matter what inducements we 
offer.' 

* You are too suspicious, Laurence.* 

* No , I am only careful for your sake 
and for my own. Before I move a step in 
this affair you must pledge yourself to be 
guided entirely by my counsels in every 
word you speak — ay, in every thought you 
think, if that be possible.' 

*Who else is there whose counsels I 
would follow ?' 

* Mr. Hadden's, for instance, or your own 
impulses. Do you pledge yourself ?' 

ado.' 
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* That you will speak or be silent as I 
direct T 

'In everything I promise to obey you, 
Laurence.' 

He pressed my hand warmly, and smiled 
in admiration of my submission. 

* I accept this/ he said softly, *as an- 
other proof of your love. Now, I will show 
you how I mean to proceed.' 



CHAPTER XL. 

THE CHABT LAID DOWN. 

This interview is impressed upon my 
memory with the indelible lines which 
anguish makes. It was the first step to 
the dark end which has been reached, and 
every word, every look, recurs to me now 
with the vividness of lightning in a black 
midnight. I surrendered myself utterly to 
his control ; I kept my pledge and obeyed 
him, even when I felt that we were doing 
wrong. 

I wish you, Miss Cargill, to know all 
this in detail, because I know that you, 
who love Mr. Tavendale, will understand 
me and apportion my share of the guilt 
justly. 

I waited patiently until Mr. Hewitt had 
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hurriedly glanced over his notes of the case 
again. Then he said gravely : 

* Our course is at present a simple one. 
You must permit me to see Mrs. Burnett 
alone^ in the first instancCi as I may be 
better able to get the truth from her by 
surprise when you are absent than if you 
were with us. At the same time, I confess 
that I have little hope of obtaining the 
truth from her either way, and you must 
prepare yourself for her most vehement 
denial of it.' 

' I am prepared for that ; it is natural 
for her to wish to conceal the fraud more 
than ever now when its revelation would 
cause her child so much trouble.' 

* Exactly so ; and in the next place I 
must see Jean Gorbal. I anticipate less 
difficulty with her, because she may be 
bribed. The only question is how to pre- 
sent the matter to her so as to satisfy her 
that she will gain more by speaking out 
than by holding her tongue.' 
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* She will consent, for she is not re- 
strained by the same powerfal motive which 
holds Mrs. Burnett in check/ 

* We will see ; it is not easy to say how 
snch a woman may act. We must guard 
every step we take, for we have a million- 
naire for an opponent/ 

' But we have truth on our side/ 

'A very valuable assistant, no doubt, 
but not always a successful one. However, 
if we can only get possession of the letters 
Jean Gorbal appears to hold, we can safely 
give Mr. Cargill the option of acknow- 
ledging your claim quietly and with little 
scandal, or of testing it in court/ 

^ When do you begin ?' 

' Just now. I will go with you to Hill 
Street and see Mrs. Burnett.' 

^ He rose quickly, folded up the paper he 
had in his hand, and placed it in his pocket- 
book. 

Then he accompanied me to her house. 

Mrs. Burnett was in the parlour, busy 
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with the arrangement of a new dress. 
Susan told me this ; and Mr. Hewitt bade 
me wait in my own room until he called 
for me. 

He entered the parlour, and closed the 
door. 

I passed into my bedroom, and took off 
my bonnet and cloak. I sat down, wait- 
ing with a cold nervous feeling the result of 
the interview which was now going on. 

For some time I heard nothing but the 
low murmur • of voices. Suddenly my 
mother gave a sharp cry, as if she had 
been struck or wounded in some way ; then 
I started to my feet. I heard her speaking 
rapidly and loudly, but at first I could not 
distinguish any of the words. At last I 
heard her cry : 

' You are a wretch — and a false wicked 
wretch, and it is a parcel of lies you come 
to me with ! I tell you it is all false — every 
word of it ! Leave the house, and never 
let me see your face again !' 
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Mr. Hewitt said something in a low 
voice, and then he came out of the room. 
I met him on the threshold of my chamber. 
He seemed paler than usual, and he was 
frowning slightly, although he spoke 
calmly. 

' It is just as I expected/ he said ; ^ she 
denies everything. Do you think you 
have nerve enough to face her, and to 
stand firm against her persuasions and her 
anger ?' 

I answered him by walking straight into 
the parlour, and he followed close behind 
me. 

My mother was sitting upright on the 
sofa. Her eyes were unnaturally bright, 
and protruding. Her whole face was 
crimson with passion, and her lips moved 
nervously. 

A day before had I seen her in this state 
I would have been alarmed for her health, 
because the doctor had more than once 
warned me that any sudden or violent 
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emotion would very likely result in a .fit of 
apoplexy. But my heart was too much 
embittered against her at this moment for 
me to think of that. As she sat there, I 
saw only the woman who had cheated me 
of a daughter's duty and aflfection,. while 
she had robbed me not only of fortune, but 
of a mother's love and a father's care. 

I /elt hard and cruel ; I felt almost as 
if it would have given me no sorrow to have 
seen her fall dead at my feet. 

I held up the bundle of letters before 
her, and the sternness of my aspect seemed 
to frighten her, for her lips trembled more 
than before. 

* Were these letters written to you by 
my father, Kobert Cargill ?' I said. 

' Sarah 1' she screamed, starting to her 
feet, 'you don't — you can't believe what 
that villain has put into your head ? You 
can't — you can't believe that I, who have 
watched over you with all the tenderness 
of my heart, am not your mother ?' 
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* I do believe it — ^I know it. You have 
kept up this cheat upon me from my birth ; 
you cannot deceive me now. Every word 
you utter, every angry look you give me 
only confirms the truth that you are trying 
to keep up the cheat still in order to save 
your own daughter/ 

She stretched out her arms wildly to- 
wards me. Her mouth opened as if she 
were trying to speak ; her face suddenly 
changed from a crimson to a livid hue ; she 
tottered a step forward^ and sank to the 
floor without a cry or moan. 

I was alarmed at this, but Mr. Hewitt 
whispered that it was another proof in 
our favour, since it showed how strongly 
the discovery of the truth had aflfected 
her. 

He lifted her on to the sofa, and, after 
making some efforts to restore her to con- 
sciousness, he bade me send Susan for the 
doctor, whilst he carried my mother into 
her bedroom. 

39—2 
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Dr. Mitchell resides quite close to our 
house, and fortunately being at home when 
the girl went for him, he was with us in a 
few minutes. He immediately applied him- 
self to the restoration of my mother, and 
by the gravity of his looks I divined that 
her condition was more dangerous than I 
had suspected. 

Mr. Hewitt beckoned me to follow him 
to the lobby. There he rested his hand 
upon my shoulder and gazed steadily in my 
eyes. 

* You must have courage,' he whispered, 
* and you must be firm. You must steel 
your heart to resist her tears and supplica- 
tions as well as her anger. As soon as 
she recovers she will assail you with all the 
arts which have enabled her so long to sus- 
tain the fraud.' 

* She cannot move me,' I said reso- 
lutely. 

After a moment's . pause, he nodded his 
head as if satisfied. 
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* I can trust you,' he said, * but I do not 
think there is another woman in the world 
whom I could have trusted under the cir- 
cumstances. I am going to Jean Gorbal 
now ; you come to me at the office to- 
morrow at twelve, and I will let you know 
the result.' 

He went away, and I returned to the 
bedroom, where the doctor was still en- 
gaged with my mother. He explained to 
me that she was labouring under a fit of 
apoplexy, caused by some unusual excite- 
ment; and he warned me to keep her as 
quiet as possible, and above all things to 
keep the cause of excitement away from 
her. 

All that afternoon, and the two follow- 
ing days, my mother lay in a state of half- 
consciousness. I sat with her during the 
night, and towards morning she began to 
mutter incoherently. It was difficult to 
make much meaning out of her broken 
words and disjointed sentences. But by 
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listening intently I at length succeeded in 
discovering her meaning. 

The effect of her mutterings was a com- 
plaint of my craelty and of Laurence 
Hewitt's knavery; and an assertion that 
Mr. Cargill's scheme had not been success- 
ful, and in fact had not been carried out 
at all. 

The strain upon my own nervous system 
had been greater than I imagined, seeing 
that I kept so cool and felt so clear in all 
my faculties. But in the stillness of the 
night, with the strange utterances of my 
mother, who lay between life and death, 
beating upon my ears, the strain began to 
tell. Her words obtained a larger mean- 
ing in my mind, in consequence of her 
condition, and that mysterious solemnity 
which always pervades a sick chamber in 
the depth of night. They made a much 
deeper impression upon me than I could 
have thought anything she said would have 
done. 
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I began to question the coarse I had 
adopted, and began to doubt that the fraud 
which seemed to have wronged me so much 
had ever been perpetrated. 



CHAPTEK XLI. 

DOUBTS. 

I CALLED upon Mr. Hewitt next day, as 
arranged. I explained my doubts to him, 
and he looked at first astonished and then 
serious. 

*You have surely forgotten all that I 
said to you yesterday,' he said. 

* I have forgotten nothing.' 

* Then you are too sensitive, and you are 
not so strong as I gave you credit for being. 
Why, what is more natural than that in her 
state of half - consciousness Mrs. Burnett 
should give utterance to the thought that 
was strongest and uppermost in her mind ? 
That thought being, of course, for the safety 
of her child.' 
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'That seems natural/ I said; 'and still I 

doubt/ 

He seemed to be annoyed, and looked at 
his watch to hide it. 

'Well, you have just five minutes to 
make up your mind. We must decide 
within that time whether we are to stop 
where we are, or to go on, no matter what 
turns up/ 

* You are still convinced that we are 
right r 

' More convinced than ever. I have 
seen Jean Gorbal, and although she will 
not give up the letters, she has shown them 
to me. They prove beyond doubt that the 
trick was successfully played, and that Mr. 
Cargill knows it.' 

' Will she show me the letters ?' 

' No. She permitted me to see them 
only on condition that I should not trouble 
her about them again until they were 
required to be produced in a court of law. 
I promised her that neither you nor I would 
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attempt to interfere with her treasure until 
their production became necessary/ 

* Then she is willing to help us T 

* Quite willing, only ahe is cunning and 
cautious, and will not commit herself until 
she sees that success is probable. Now, 
are we to go on or stop ?' 

* I will not hesitate again/ 

' Then you must remember your promise 
to follow my directions in every particular, 
no matter how strange they may appear 
sometimes/ 

* You will not find me falter again/ 

* Very good. I hear our friend in the 
office. You will obtain some satisfaction 
from her.' 

He opened the door, and Jean Gorbal 
entered. I was astonished and sorry to see 
that, early as it was in the day, she had 
been drinking. Her step was not quite 
steady, and her manner was of that ex- 
cessively familiar and gay character 
which drink induces in some natures, and 
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which is BO repulsive when exhibited by a 
woman. 

She smirked and grimaced as she came 
into the room, and slapped Mr. Hewitt on 
the shoulder, calling him a ^ jolly lad/ as 
if she had known him for years. When 
she observed me, she saluted me with such 
an exuberance of friendliness, and so many 
sigmflcant wmto .nd nod., referring to my 
relationship to Mr. Hewitt, that I felt some- 
what disturbed. 

He placed a chair for her, and in doing 
so contrived to whisper to me to say as 
little as possible. 

Whilst he accepted her familiarities with 
extraordinary good- humour, and joked with 
her about her robustness and her widow- 
hood, I was amazed to see him take from 
the cupboard a bottle of brandy and glasses, 
which he set upon the table. Seeing that 
she had already had more than enough to 
drink, it seemed to me shameful to give 
her more ; but, knowing that his object 
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was to keep her in as good humour as 
possible, I did not attempt to interfere with 
him. 

He poured out a large glassful and gave 
it to Mrs. Gorbal. He poured out a glass- 
ful for himself at the same time, but I 
observed that he took very little of it, whilst 
he did not permit hers to stand a moment 
empty. 

For some time he continued to sustain a 
conversation, which consisted of the merest 
commonplaces about herself and her aflfairs. 
When, however, she had emptied her glass 
a third time, and expressed her high ap- 
proval of the liquor, he touched upon the 
business. His manner of doing this showed 
me that he had been gradually gliding up 
to the subject, although I had thought his 
observations quite apart from it. So there 
was no abruptness apparent to her when he 
said : 

* You remember everything we were talk- 
ing about last night ?' 
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* That do I, man, every word o't, and 
ye'U find that I can stick to a bargain like 
a burr, as ither folk hae fan' before ye.' 

She winked and nodded to me signi- 
ficantly, as if there had been some important 
secret between us. 

' Then you consent to what I proposed,' 
he said, ' and you will help this lady to 
obtain her rights ?' 

• Ay do I consent. I'll help the lassie — 
that will I ; for did I no nurse her when 
she was a wean ? and, though we hae been 
parted this wheen years, I aye minded her, 
and, fact as death, I thought more aboot 
her since my callant ran awa' frae me than 
I hae done about him, the ungratefu' brat.' 

' I knew you were a sensible woman, 
Mrs. Gorbal, and I am sure you will find 
that Miss Sarah likes you just as much as 
you can like her.' 

' Oh, we're weel enouch acquaint — we're 
weel acquaint. Are we no, Sarah ?' 

And she winked and nodded to me again. 
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with a species of drunken cunning, which 
made me feel sick and disgusted. I did not 
know why. I had liked the woman well 
because of the good-nature she had always 
displayed towards me, and I had pitied her 
infirmity. But I had never seen her in 
this state- before, and there was something 
in the peculiar expression with which she 
regarded me now that perplexed and troubled 
me. 

' I know that you have always been kind 
to me, Mrs. Gorbal,' I said awkwardly, *and 
I am sure I am grateful. I do not know 
how I shall be able to repay you for the 
service you are about to render me now. 
But anything that I may have the power of 
doing I will do for you. As Mr. Hewitt 
has the entire charge of my affairs, he will 
arrange everything with you, and you can 
trust him as you would myself.' 

^ I ken that, I ken that ; and ye may 
lippen yersel to him safely. He's a smart 
lad, and he'll make a braw guidman, I doot 
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Ba. Ay, an' he's a clever lad tae ; and if 
we a' pu' thegither fair and steadily we'll 
win the port we're making for, nae fear.' 

I looked at Mr. Hewitt, as much for an 
explanation of her strange look as of her 
strange words. 

By a slight motion of his hand he 
signalled me to be silent ; and another time 
I was surprised by the course of this singular 
scene. 

' We can settle all that between ourselves, 
Mrs. Gorbal,' he said hastily ; • in the 
meanwhile Miss Sarah will be obliged to 
leave us to our chat, as Mrs. Burnett is 
dangerously ill.' 

As he spoke he advanced to me and led 
me towards the door. 

Mrs. Gorbal sat smirking and nodding 
drunkenly, as if everything was perfectly 
understood between us. 

I saw that he wished me to go, and in 
this, too, obeyed him, although I felt some- 
what perplexed and bewildered by his 
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conduct. As I was passing out at the 
door he whispered that he would call at 
Hill Street in two hours. 

I had promised him that I would not 
falter or hesitate again, no matter how 
strange his conduct might appear, and I 
walked home with more doubt in my mind 
than I had felt when he reprimanded me 
for my hesitation. But before I reached 
home I had satisfied myself that my doubts 
were the greatest ingratitude to him. He 
had explained to me all the difficulties that 
we would have to encounter : he had left it 
to me to decide whether we should stand 
still or advance, and I said — Advance. 

Acting upon that command, he was work- 
ing on my behoof with all the skill and 
knowledge his experience gave him ; he 
was risking his reputation and all his future 
prospects for my sake in the contest he had 
undertaken to wage with a man of such 
wealth and high position as Mr. Cargill, 
and it seemed to me, now that I reflected 
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upon it, the cruellest ingratitude to doubt 
the necessity and propriety of anything he 
did. Besides, he had told me that the odds 
were so much against us that he must use 
means which, under other circumstances, 
he would gladly have avoided. 

When he came to me in two hours' time, 
he found me firm and unswerving in our 
purpose. 

The result of his second interview with 
Jean Grorbal resulted only in a clearer un- 
derstanding of the agreement they had 
come to at their first meeting. 

From this and from what she had said 
to me herself, I now felt confident of her 
help, and therefore more assured of the 
final result. 

Mr. Hewitt was particular in his inquiries 
about my mother's health and about the 
doctor's opinion of it. Having told him 
everything, he confessed frankly that he 
could not feel sorry for her present condi- 
tion, as it was more than probable that Mr. 

VOL. III. 40 
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Cargill, the moment he became aware of 
our efforts, would endeavour to see her, and 
would use all his influence over her to 
strengthen her in the denial of the truth. 

' When are you to acquaint him of my 
claim ?' 

* You must acquaint him, and you must 
do it at once/ 

I shrank from this ; but he showed me 
good reasons for it. 

' Eemember your promise,' he saidwam- 
ingly, * and be bold. Why, if you have 
not courage to make known your claim, how 
can you expect others to acknowledge it T 

* I am ready,' was my reply. 

' That is right. You will go to Mavis- 
bank, see your father, and tell him how 
you have discovered everything just as you 
told it to me. That will give him an op- 
portunity of disposing of the matter quietly, 
and at any rate it will be a point in your 
favour that you endeavoured to obtain your 
legitimate position without clamour.' 
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* I understand, and I will do everything 
as yon direct/ 

* There is a slight chance that when he 
sees yon some degree of natnral affection, 
combined with his dread of the exposure 
which would take place if the matter went 
into court, whatever way it might be decided, 
may lead him to save us the necessity of 
any further trouble/ 

*He is a very proud man, I have 
heard, but he is said also to be a just 
man/ 

He will be put to the test now, and I 
shall be very much astonished if he does 
not try by some trick to outwit you. 
Should you fail to see him, ask for the lady 
who occupies your place ; explain every- 
thing to her, and, as I believe she is a good 
sort of a creature, she may be disposed, for 
her own sake as well as for yours, to pre- 
vent your adopting any violent measures/ 

* Is that possible ?' 

* It is just possible. But be particular 

40—2 
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about this, that in any case Mr. Cargill 
must not be permitted to have speech with 
Mrs. Burnett until the whole matter is 
decided.' 



CHAPTER XLII. 

SARAH CLOSES HER ROOK. 

Although Mr. Hewitt's counsel appeared 
to me the wisest and best under the circum- 
stances, as I have already told you, I could 
not help once or twice feeling an involun- 
tary hesitation in obeying it ; and although, 
in bidding me go to Mavisbank and state 
my claim, his direction agreed with my own 
sentiments, several days elapsed before I 
fulfilled his command. 

It was not that I feared the issue or 
feared Mr. Cargill ; indeed, I could be 
boldest always where I had to oppose my- 
self to wealth — I envied or hated the pos- 
sessors so much. I cannot explain why I 
shrank from this first and most important 
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step toward the object I was resolved to 
attain. It might have been that I felt 
some twinges of regret on your account, 
Miss Cargill, but the feeling was so vague 
that you must not weigh it in the balance 
in my favour. 

At length I did go to Mavisbank. It 
was on the day on which Mrs. Burnett 
showed the first decided symptoms of re- 
covery. You can remember the occasion 
of my visit ; the surprise and pain of the 
discovery I made known to you must have 
been too great for you ever to forget. 

Of our interview I need say nothing more 
than that your beauty, your gentle manner, 
and your generous nature made me resolve 
that, come what might, you should share my 
good fortune equally. 

When I told Mr. Hewitt that same night 
of the deep impression you had made upon 
me, and your apparent readiness to acknow- 
ledge me as a sister, he seemed to suspect 
your motive. 



I 
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*Her conduct is strange/ he said, * cer- 
tainly ; bat she has so much at stake that 
we must wait till we see what it means. 
We shall know that by the time her father 
returns. Till then we must watch and 
wait.' 

He now cautioned me not to allow you 
or my father to see Mrs. Burnett, and in 
his cold, cynical way counselled me against 
yielding my rights to your apparent gentle- 
ness. 

He inquired whether or not my mother 
had spoken of the business since she re- 
covered from her delirium. 

* No,' I replied. * She seemed to awaken 
from a long and painful sleep. She saw 
me by her bedside, and she regarded me 
with an anxious, half-&ightened stare. 
Then she uttered a low moan, and since 
she has not spoken a word to me.' 

* Has she not asked about me ?' 

* Yes. She asked Susan this morning, 
when she thought I was out of the room, 
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but I had warned the girl not to speak of 
you; and as I advanced to the bed my 
mother shrank back, making a feeble 
motion with her hands to Susan not to 
answer.' 

* Umph ! When she does speak about 
me, you must expect to hear her say un- 
pleasant things/ 

Two days after that day my mother 
was able to be lifted from her bed into 
the parlour. She seemed to be suflfering 
greatly, not in her body but in her mind. 
She spoke to me as little as possible. 
When I helped her to her food, or assisted 
her from one room to the other, she 
seemed to accept my aid with a degree of 
fright. 

I know that I was cold and stem in 
my manner towards her; but as I never 
had failed in my duty yet, and as I did 
not fail in it even now, so far as watch- 
ful care and readiness to do anything for 
her comprised my duty, her conduct 
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chagrined me a little for the first day or 

so. 

That feeling, however, soon disappeared. 
For, as she was aware of the determina- 
tion of my character, and also knew the 
purpose upon which I was bent, it was 
natural tkat she should fear me and shrink 
from me. 

I warned Susan not to let her know 
when Mr. Hewitt called, lest it should 
disturb her and perhaps produce another 
fit, which the doctor had told me would 
probably prove fatal. I suspect that Susan 
did not obey me in this, for jon the third 
day after my visit to you he called. 

He told me that Jean Gorbal had con- 
sented to accompany me to Mavisbank as 
soon as Mr. Cargill returned, and to de- 
clare to him her intention of supporting my 
claim with all the testimony in her power. 

This was pleasant news, and it seemed 
to promise a speedy settlement of the 
whole troublesome aflfair. 
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I returned to the parlour where I had 
left my mother, and found Susan with 
her, bending over her as if whispering- 
The girl looked confused, and hastily left 
the room. My mother's face was flushed 
and her lips twitched slightly as on the 
day when she had the fit, and I feared 
another attack. 

It passed away, however, without any 
visible effect, and I did not refer to the 
circumstance either to her or to Susan. 

The next day, having gone out, I re- 
turned sooner than I had intended ; and 
on entering the parlour I was astonished 
to observe a small table drawn close to 
the sofa on which my mother lay, and 
she was sitting up with writing materials 
before her, evidently trying to write a 
letter. 

At sight of me she started, snatched 
up the paper, and crumpling it in her 
hand, thrust it into the bosom of her 
dress. 
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I made no observation about this, but 
turned and left the room. I knew that 
she was writing to Mr. Cargill; and I 
knew that Susan was to post it. It was 
quite as important that there should be 
no correspondence between them, in the 
meantime, as that they should not be 
permitted to have an interview. 

I went into the kitchen and found 
Susan there. The girl saw there was 
something wrong by my manner, and she 
began nervously to rattle the dishes she 
was washing. 

I asked her nothing ; I merely told her 
that if she posted any letters for my 
mother she wonld do me a great injury, 
while she would not do Mrs. Burnett any 
real service. As I had always been con- 
siderate towards the girl, she immediately 
confessed that she had promised to post a 
letter without letting me know, and de- 
clared that if it was to do me any harm 
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she would rather have burned her hand off 
than have even thought of doing it. 

I was satisfied of her sincerity, and said 
nothing more than that she might have 
ruined my future prospects, and might do 
so still by yielding to my mother's re- 
quest. 

I showed her that I trusted her by 
going out again. This time I went to 
Mr. Hewitt to inform him of the circum- 
stance. He urged me to hasten back, to 
secure whatever my mother had written, 
and to command her not to attempt to 
hold any communication with Mr. Cargill 
at present. I went back, and when Susan 
opened the door for me I saw that she had 
been crying. 

' When she kenned you was oot again,' 
she said sobbingly, * she begged and prayed 
me to post the letter for her, but I wouldna 
do it. Syne she was awfu' distressed, and 
I was wae for her, but I wouldna break 
my word to you.' 
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* Had she the letter written ?' 

' Ay had she, ready for the post.' 

* What did she do with it T 

* When she fan' that she couldna get 
me to post it, she asked me for a light, 
and I gied her it, and I saw her bum the 
letter/ 

I thanked the girl, then joined my 
mother. 

The table was still beside her, and a 
candle was burning on it. In the plate 
of the candlestick was a small heap of 
ashes, confirming Susan's statement of the 
destruction of the letter. I blew out the 
candle and put it away. Then, before 
speaking, I gave my mother a dose of her 
medicine, hoping that it would give her 
some strength to hear me. 

She watched my movements with a 
painful eagerness that alarmed me some- 
what for the effect of my words. But 
the consequences to me were too serious 
to permit me to be silent. When she had 
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taken her draught I spoke as quietly as 
possible. 

*You think my conduct cruel, but I 
cannot help that. I wish to avoid men- 
tioning anything that may trouble you, 
but of one thing I am compelled to speak. 
You must not attempt to communicate with 
Mr. CargiU.' 

Her head sank forward upon her breast, 
and she made no reply. From that day 
to the day on which she had her second 
attack, the subject was not referred to be- 
tween us. 

I have now only a few final particulars 
to make known to you, and then you will 
be in possession of every fact which can 
serve to show how far I am guilty in this 
matter. 

On the forenoon of the sixth day after 
the Fast, Mr. Hewitt came to me in a 
state of great excitement. He would not 
speak until we had got into my room and 
the door was closed. Then — 
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* Everything is lost/ he said, speaking 
hnskily and with a degree of agitation that 
alarmed me. 

' What is lost T I cried hastily, 

* Everything that we have been striving 
for — everything that we had so nearly 
gained — ^the proof which would have es- 
tablished your claim ; the proof before 
which Mr. Cargill dared not have at- 
tempted to stand ; the proof without 
which we are powerless — is lost, destroyed 
beyond hope of recovery/ 

'How is that — has Mrs. Gorbal been 
bribed ?' 

* No, no ; worse than that.' 

' What can be worse than that T 

He clasped my wrists with his hands 

tightly, his whole body seemed to be 

trembling, and his voice sank to a hoarse 

whisper. 

' Don't scream, don't move when I tell 

ycu — Jean Gorbal has been murdered and 

the letters burned !' 



112 A HARD KNOT. 

I neither moved nor cried out ; I stood still 
like one struck with stupor, gazing blankly 
in his perturbed face. I was utterly con- 
fused and stupefied. For the first moment 
I seemed to be conscious of nothing but the 
wild fancy that the earth had sunk from me, 
and I was falling, falling into space. 

' Do you not hear,' he muttered, almost 
fiercely — * do you not understand ? I tell 
you the woman is dead !' 

The sharpness with which he spoke re- 
called me to myself. I drew my hands 
from him and pressed them on my head, 
which was throbbing violently. Then, after 
a pause, during which we seemed to hear 
each other's hearts beating, I said with a 
calmness that startled myself : 

* And are my hopes dead with her ?' 

He was surprised by my manner, and it 
seemed to have the effect of subduing his 
excitement. 

* Yes,' he answered slowly, * unless we 
can discover who has done this, and can 
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prove that the motive was to frustrate your 
claim/ 

There was a significance in his manner 
and words that made me feel sick, for I 
could only think of one person who could 
he moved to such a deed by such a motive 
— my father. 

* Who has done this ?' I said sharply, 
and looking steadily at him. 

He made a quick movement with his 
shoulders, as if taken aback by the abrupt- 
ness of my question. 

* Not the man you suspect,' he replied, 
his usual coolness returning to him ; * for 
he has not yet arrived.' 

' Who then ?' 

' You ask me as if I should know,' he 
said, evidently amazed. 

* You suspect ?' 

* I do, but in the meanwhile I will not 
tell you whom I suspect.' 

' Then you think there is hope of our 
success even yet ?' 

VOL. III. 41 
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* There is hope, but it is a very slight 
one — so slight that were it not that we have 
so much to gain I would be disposed to say 
let us abandon it altogether.' 

* How has it happened T 

^ I have not time to tell you now, even 
if I knew the particulars correctly. You 
will see it all in the newspapers ; and if I 
can discover anything that is not known I 
shall tell you, although the very thought of 
it sickens me. Meanwhile we must devote 
ourselves to arranging our plans anew.' 

' What plans can we have now T 

' Only one ; that is, to trace the 
criminal; and to help me in doing that, 
you must by some means obtain fifty 
pounds for me.' 

' It is impossible.' 

' Not at all ; Hadden will lend it to you.' 

* I cannot ask him for more.' 

'But you must. You have promised 
to follow my counsel in everything; it 
is more necessary now than ever that you 



SARAH CLOSES HER BOOK. 115 

should do SO. When was Hadden here 
last r 

* Not since my mother's illness/ 

' That is lucky. He is certain to be 
here within a day or so. You must take 
him into your confidence ; you must tell 
him everything, and show him everything 
exactly as you have done with me. You 
must ask his advice as to what you should 
do under the altered circumstances, and 
you must conceal from him that you have 
said anything to me about the matter.' 

*Why?' 

' For this reason ; he is a good fellow, 
but he has his vanity, and he would expect 
that you should have asked his advice 
before mine. It would render him less 
willing to help us, perhaps, if he learned 
that you had done otherwise.' 

* But surely he could not expect me to 
have more confidence in him than in /my 
future husband ?' 

* Now, now, you must not be too par- 

41—2 
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ticular about my reasons for all this. You 
must do as I tell you. You can let him 
know the next day, if you like, that you 
have told me everything, but he must not 
fancy that I knew it before him. Then you 
can easily make some excuse about expenses 
of one sort and another, and so obtain the 
loan from him. Will you do it T 

I had never known Mr. Hewitt so im- 
perative in his demand on any occasion 
before. I concluded that it was the result 
of his strong convictions, and I consented. 

*You will see,' he went on, 'that his 
advice is valuable, and that it agrees with 
mine. At any rate, I would not be willing 
to oppose anything he suggested. I must 
tell you a secret which I only discovered 
recently. Mr. Hadden is connected with 
the detective force, and is considered one of 
its shrewdest and most successful members.' 

* Mr. Hadden a detective !' I exclaimed. 

' Yes ; it is his hobby, but he does not 
wish it to be known amongst his friends. 
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Now, you tell him everything, and the pro- 
bability is that for your sake he will take 
up the case with more than his usual energy, 
and carry it to a successful issue. That 
issue, I believe, will be the one we desire.' 

He then instructed me as to the manner 
in which I should make the revelation to 
Mr. Hadden. That gentleman will inform 
you how faithfully I carried out my in- 
struction. But before I saw him my 
mother was stricken down by the second 
attack of her malady, which, as you are 
aware, ultimately proved fatal. 

A late edition of one of the papers had 
been published with a brief account of the 
murder at Port-Dundas. I bought the 
paper, and read the paragraph. 

It filled me with a strange gloom and a 
strange presentiment 0^ evil in the future. 
But, as my enemies were prepared to proceed 
to such dire extremities as this, I was re- 
solved now to fight them to thef last with 
any weapon that my hand might find. 
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I left the paper in the parlour. A little 
while after dinner I happened to be in the 
kitchen with Susan, when we were both 
alarmed by hearing my mother give a 
violent shriek. We rushed into the room, 
and found her lying on the floor writhing 
as with pain. She was clutching the news- 
paper in her hand, and I divined at once 
the cause of her aflBiction. 

She had seen the notice of the murder. 
She had been struck by the same suspicion 
which had at first horrified myself, and her 
dread of the consequences had overwhelmed 
her. 

I snatched the paper out of her hand and 
threw it away. Then, with the girl's 
assistance, I carried her to bed and 
unfastened her dress. That relieved her, 
and she turned upon me with an expression 
of rage and horror. 

* You have done this!' she cried gasp- 
ingly ; ^ he has murdered her — you have 
done this — he knew that she could prove 
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both liars . • . perjured, ungrateful 
child . . . he is a villain, a villain and a 
murderer . . . you will be hung . • . 
both hnng ! My God, my child on the 
gallows.' 

There was suflScient coherence in this wild 
outcry to make my limbs tremble under me 
with fright at the terrible suggestion it 
forced upon me. But I had made up my 
mind to a particular reading of every cir- 
cumstance around me ; I read them accord- 
ing to the meaning I tvislied to make out of 
them. Consequently I had little difficulty 
in twisting her words to suit my own view 
of the matter. 

But I dreaded the impression they might 
make upon Susan, or any other person. So 
I sent her out of the room, and told her not 
to go for the doctor until I told her. 

For more than an hour my mother con- 
tinued to rave, rapidly becoming more in- 
coherent. In spite of myself, however, her 
real meaning was thrust upon my mind. 
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She accused Laurence Hewitt of the 
murder of Jean Gorbal, and she charged me 
with being his accomplice in the crime. 

The thought made my flesh creep and my 
blood curdle ; then it hardened me against 
her and enraged me. So much so that 
when her frenzy had reached its height, and 
paralysis struck her dumb and insensible, I 
experienced a sense of relief. 

Your tender nature will shudder at this ; 
but don't forget my position and thoughts 
at the time. 

I was still smarting under the wounds 
her words had made, when I saw Mr. Had- 
den ; and in my passion I represented the 
case to him in its best light for myself, in 
its worst for others. 

Up till the day of her death my mother 
continued in a state of insensibility ; but I 
dreaded her recovery, dreaded the possibility 
of anyone hearing her repeat what she had 
said to me. That will explain why I was 
so anxious to prevent you or Mr. Cargill 
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seeing her, even after he had pledged him- 
self to acknowledge me. 

Mr. Hewitt made me still more anxious 
on this account. When I informed him of 
the accusation my mother had made against 
us, he was very much agitated, but imme- 
diately recovered himself. 

* The merest suspicion of this kind getting 
wind,' he said gravely, ' would ruin us both, 
and render our task hopeless.' 

After that he called frequently at the 
house, and repeatedly warned me not to 
let anybody attend to my mother but myself. 
Repeatedly, too, he questioned me about 
the doctor's opinion of her probable recovery, 
and caused me on my part to make minute 
inquiries on that subject. 

When Mr. Tavendale was arrested on the 
charge of Jean Gorbal's murder, I was glad 
that somebody hkd been found on whom 
suspicion might be legitimately cast — I 
mean somebody in whom I had no interest. 
It relieved me of a dull heavy burthen 
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which had been weighing me down, and the 
nature of which I could not have explained 
to myself even had I tried. But I avoided 
thinking of it by every means in my 
power. 

I was amazed and somewhat shocked to 
learn that Mr. Hewitt had become the pri- 
soner's agent, and endeavoured to dissuade 
him from it. I could not move him. 

' It is my policy,' he said, * and you'll 
see that it will come all right.' 

* You do not believe him guilty, then ? ' 

* No,' he answered decisively. * I do 
not believe him guilty, and, as he is a 

. friend of mine, I wish to serve him at a 
pinch.' 

' But you are placing yourself in an in- 
vidious position when it becomes known 
that you are also my adviser.' 

* I tell you it is my policy ; it will help 
me toward our own end, and to that end I 
am fully determined to work by every means 
in my power. I will not stop now, 
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even if I should discover that your claim is 
a false one.' 

I laid my hand firmly on his shoulder. 

' Is there a possibility of that ?' I asked. 

* There is a possibility of anything in 
this world/ he said^ with a strange laugh ; 
* but of course I only meant that I would 
go on even if every chance of success were 
taken from us.' 

* I \yould not move a step farther in the 
business if I thought that any combination 
of events could be discovered to destroy my 
claim.' 

* Whether you discovered that or no, you 
must go on now. I have committed myself 
in ways you can't guess, and we must both 
go on now, whether we are right or wrong.' 

* You are speaking in a very odd way 
to-night,' I said quietly, and scanning his 
features closely. 

He seemed disturbed, and laughed that 
strange laugh again. 

* There, don't mind my manner just now ; 
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I am bothered a little, that's all. There 
will be a precognition of witnesses soon, 
and you will be called, I shall tell you 
what to say and do/ 

In the SheriflF's chambers, as in all 
things, I followed his directions implicitly. 
After the examination, he arranged with 
Mr. Cargill to see me. Of the result you 
are aware. 

That same evening Mr. Hewitt came to 
me again, in a strange mood, and told me 
that unless he could procure two thousand 
pounds by twelve o'clock next day he 
would be ruined. It was on that account, 
and for him, that I was so importunate in 
requiring the sum from Mr. Cargill when he 
came here with you next morning to see 
my mother. 

You can perhaps recall the strange utter- 
ances of my mother when, a few minutes 
before her death, she regained the power of 
speech. Every word is branded on my 
memory, and most prominent of all is her 
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denunciation of Mr. Hewitt with her last 
breath. 

You and Mr. Cargill were too deeply agi- 
tated to comprehend the real meaning of 
what she said. But I understood it all, and 
for the first time I was seriously troubled 
by the conviction that the dying woman 
spoke the truth. For the first time her 
assertion penetrated the thick guard of my 
desire to beheve her words false. I felt 
that, lying there in the arms of death, she 
could not be attempting to sustain the de- 
ception which I had believed, and wished 
to believe, she had been practising upon 
me since my birth. 

A cold chill struck my heart ; every 
nerve became numbed.* I remained, as 
you saw, calm and self-possessed ; it was 
because every feeling had become frozen by 
the horror of what I had done, and by the 
horror of what he might have done — I say 
might have done, because even then I 
doubted the possibility of his guilt. 
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When you had gone, he came to me and 
asked me for the money. I gave it to him, 
but I had not power to question him ; I 
had not power to ask him ^by what mys- 
terious combination of circumstances the 
revelation of the scheme in Mr. Cargill's 
letters, the truth of which he himself had 
acknowledged, came to be a delusion. 

I dreaded the answer too much. 

But my sUence and my manner dis- 
turbed him. 

* What is the matter with you now T he 
said, as if somewhat out of humour ; * are 
you distressed by what Mistress Burnett 
said ? Tut ! no one observed it ; no one 
will bother us about it, and why should 
you be annoyed by the ravings of a crazy 

woman ?' 

The callousness with which he spoke of 
the dead did not reassure me. 

* You are hiding something from me,' I 
answered steadily. 

He eyed me with a curious expression. 
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which I understand now to have been the 
result of his anxiety to learn how much I 
suspected, and how far he might trust me 
as his accomplice. 

* I am hiding several things from you,' 
he exclaimed lightly, * but it is because 
they are of little consequence to you now. 
Why do j^ou stare so hard at me ? You 
look almost as if you were afraid of me, or 
wished that we had been less successful in 
our plans.' 

* I wish we had been,' and there was 
bitterness in my tone. 

* What ! — when the object I have worked 
for and risked everything for is gained ? 
when you are acknowledged by the million- 
naire as his heiress — you wish we had 
failed T 

* It is because I fear that you have risked 
too much to gain it, that our success 
frightens me.' 

* Tut, Sarah ! you are excited by what 
has passed. Don't talk that way again, or 
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I shall begin to think that you have none 
of the strength of mind I gave you credit 
for.' 

* Perhaps it would have been better for 
us both if I had had less/ 

There was silence for a few seconds, and 
then he said abruptly : 

* We must get married soon. I must see 
about the payment of this money. I will 
come to you to-night most likely, and then 
I hope to find j^ou more yourself than you 
are now. Good-bye.' 

He went away. 

All that afternoon I remained in a state 
of torture under the conflicting horrors and 
hopes with which everything that had oc- 
curred had inspired me. Proud, and stern 
of nature, I smarted cruelly under the 
thought that the brilliant prosperity which 
had so suddenly flashed upon me, filling 
me with vain dreams and selfish gratifi- 
cation, was to be as suddenly snatched 
away from me, leaving me in shame and 
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misery, the guilty accomplice of a mur- 
derer. 

He owned that he had concealed several 
things from me. What was it he had 
concealed ? — the truth ? 

That suspicion rankled in my mind, and 
I found no rest until I had resolved that, 
whatever might be the issue, when next he 
came I would insist upon knowing the 
worst. 

My perturbation was attributed by Susan, 
and the nurse whom the doctor had called 
in, to the death of my mother. They 
endeavoured to console me with the usual 
commonplaces people oflFer to the sorrowing 
under similar circumstances. I was most 
grateful to them when they ceased their 
attempts to console me. 

Laurence Hewitt came to me that night, 
as he had promised to do ; but he had not 
expected to appear before me as he did — 
a hunted felon. 

I had my wish then : I learned the whole 
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miserable truth. How bitter it was, I pray 
heaven you may never have an experience 
so cruel as to enable you to realize. 

But I loved him, and although I shrank 
from his guilt, the frenzy, the distraction 
into which the thought of his desperate 
position drove me, made me ready to fly 
with him and share his evil fate. 

I was opportunely rescued from that 
mad step by the arrival of his pursuers. I 
am calm now, and I am glad that I have 
been rescued. I would have been a clog 
upon his movements ; I might have been 
the means of delaying him and leading to 
his capture. I am glad we have both been 
saved the misery we should have caused to 
one another in keeping alive the memory 
and the horror of the past. 

I wait now to learn that he is beyond 
the danger of present capture. Then I will 
lay this statement before you. 

It contains everything relating to my 
motives and actions, which you cannot 



SARAH CLOSES HER BOOK. 131 

learn from others ; and I pray that it may 
assist you in saving Mr. Tavendale. I 
have written here the whole truth. I only 
ask you to judge me by it. 

Sabah Burnett. 

You see I have resumed my own name* 
I accept my real position. Now, I may 
close the book. 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 

AT MAVISBANK. 

The morning, which dawned so dismally 
upon the wrecked prospects of Sarah 
Burnett, was full of hope and light to 
Katie. It seemed to bring her a store 
of new strength ; and the douce medical 
gentleman who, only the morning pre- 
vious, had forbidden her to leave her bed- 
room, was astonished on this morning to 
find her up and moving about with unusual 
energy. 

He accepted it as one of the most mar- 
vellous cures he had ever eflfected. He 
cautioned her to be careful not to overtask 
her new strength, for, although she looked 
well, her face was pale, and there was a 
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nervous excitement in her eyes, with which 
he was not altogether satisfied. 

' I feel quite strong, doctor,' Katie said, 
smiling a little sadly ; * hut I shall not 
forget your instructions. In the mean- 
time, I must ask you to see my father. A 
very old — friend of his died recently, 
and ha is much affected. I am afraid the 
shock has done him more harm than he 
would wish me to believe; and I must 
beg of you to tell me the truth concerning 
him." 

* Certainly, Miss Cargill, certainly ; but 
I hope we shall find his ailment less serious 
than you seem to imagine it is. Shall I 
wait upon him now T 

* If you please ; but I must tell him first 
that you are here.' 

On the previous afternoon, when Katie 
rejoined her father in the carriage, after 
her interview with Mr. Lyon, she had 
found him leaning back, his eyes closed, 
and his austere features relaxed in an ex- 
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pression of utter exhaustion. She had 
touched his arm, and he had opened his 
eyes wearily. 

He observed her face flushed with the 
excitement of the hope she had found m 
the prospect of being able to save Alick 
Tavendale. 

* Do you not wish to see Mr. Lyon ?'* she 
asked. 

* No, not to-night — to-morrow,' he re- 
joined feebly ; * bid the man drive home.' 

The carriage drove away, and Mr. Car- 
gill continued to gaze upon his daughter 
with an expression of sorrowful concern. 
At length — 

* You have heard something to please 
you, Katie,' he said. 

There was a low tenderness in his voice 
which more even than his changed appear- 
ance indicated the softening influence the 
events of the day had had upon him. 

' I have heard something to make me 
glad, father,' cried Katie, bending forward 
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and clasping one of his hands. ' Alick's 
innocence can be proved/ 

* I am glad of that. Tell me how T 
She briefly repeated to him the result of 

her conversation with Mr. Lyon, and when 
she had finished he merely said : 

* I am glad of that for your sake, my 
child.' 

Hard and cold as he had always ap- 
peared to others, to her he had been 
always kind ; and although his kindness 
was mingled with a degree of austerity 
even to her, she had seen below the surface 
of his character, and had known how de- 
votedly he had watched over her, and had 
tried to gratify her in all things. On that 
account the very coldness of his outward 
manner seemed to have made her love him 
more. 

He had to be assisted from the carriage, 
and in spite of the strong effort he made to 
conceal his weakness, she saw that he had 
difficulty in standing alone. She wished 
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him to permit her to send for the doctor, 
but he would not consent to that. 

* I'm only tired/ he said, * and a Uttle 
disturbed by what has passed. Best will 
restore me, and to-morrow you will find 
me quite strong, and prepared to do my 
duty to you and — to your sister whom I 
have so wronged.' 

The pride of his nature had been 
severely bruised, but there was still enough 
left of the old spirit to make him desire to 
hide his grief and shame from the eyes of 
others — even from the eyes of Katie. 

All that evening he had remained alone. 
He had forbidden anyone to enter his room 
until he rung, and until midnight he made 
no sound. 

There was no light in the lofty apart- 
ment save that of the fire ; and the 
massive furniture cast gloomy shadows 
upon the weak old man lying so still in 
his eaey-chair that it seemed almost as if 
every spark of energy in his frame had 
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been extinguished. Everything around 
him betokened the wealth of which he was 
the possessor, and now those grim shadows 
of his own riches seemed to point derisively 
at the feeble creature to whom they could 
give no pleasure, no hope. 

The contrast between the man as he 
had been only a few days ago and the man 
as he appeared now was so great that it 
would have inspired with pity even those 
whom his hauteur had oflfended most. 

Step by step he had advanced in wealth 
and in reputation as a man of high 
principle, and now all the gold which had 
poured in upon him, the gold before which 
people seemed to bend and yield if he 
moved a finger, was powerless to rescue 
his name a moment from the contempt 
and scorn which everyone would cast 
upon it. 

Frustrated, humiliated, when he seemed 
strongest and proudest, he shrank from the 
gaze of men, he tried to shrink even from 
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his own gaze. His thoughts were those 
of bitter shame or bitter regret for his own 
folly, and of fierce determination, now 
that the worst had come, to meet it with 
stem front, to defy the world and its 
scorn. 

On the following morning he was still 
weak, but by a huge effort of will he rose 
from his bed. Assisted by one of his at- 
tendants he descended to the breakfast- 
room, and Katie was more than ever 
alarmed by his appearance. 

He tried feebly to reassure her, and in 
part succeeded. But when after breakfast 
she had to assist him to the library, she 
insisted that he should see the doctor when 
he called. 

' To please you, Katie, I will do as you 
wish, although I know that he can do 
nothing for me. It is only rest I require ; 
and as soon as it is possible we shall go 
away to some quiet country place where 
our— misfortunes may be unknown, and we 
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may be free from the eyes of the vulgar 
crowd.' 

*I will go anywhere with you, father, 
when Alick is safe.' 

' Yes, yes, when Alick is safe,' he mut- 
tered, his brows contracting ; and, abruptly 
— * You will send for Sarah to-day.' 

* I will go for her as I return from — 
Alick.' 

She had faltered over the last words, 
not because she hesitated to inform her 
father of the journey she proposed making, 
but because she found the word * prison ' so 
hard to pronounce, and changed it to her 
husband's name. 

Mr. Cargill made no comment upon her 
intimation, he asked her no questions,, and 
seemed desirous of avoiding the subject of 
her relationship to the prisoner as much as 
possible. 

When she now entered the library in 
order to tell her father that the doctor was 
waiting, she found him at the table busily 
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writing. He stopped as soon as she ap- 
peared, and told her that the doctor might 
come to him there, and that she was to 
retire during the interview. 

She was not permitted time to fret her- 
self with anxious surmises as to the result 
of the doctor's examination of his patient, 
for, just as she was leaving the library, 
East on met her with the intelligence that 
Mr. Lyon was waiting to see her. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

JUSTICE OR MERCY ? 

Mr. Lyon, with his grave face lightened by 
an expression of a subdued pleasure, ad- 
vanced to meet Katie as she entered the 
room. She did not give him time to say a 
word. She clasped his hand with a warmth 
that thrilled him. She looked into his eyes 
with an eagerness that pained him ; and 
although it could not make him hesitate in 
his purpose, it recalled some of those vain 
regrets which had made him fear the source 
of his conviction in regard to Tavendale's 
case. That now, however, only strengthened 
him in what he had to do. 

* You have brought me good tidings,' she 
cried ; ' you have come to tell me that he 
is safe.' 
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' I have come to prove to you that the 
doubt you entertained of me yesterday was 
unjust/ 

* I know that, Mr. Lyon ; but you will 
forgive me — you have forgiven me, for you 
know what I was suflFering when I spoke so 
unkindly/ 

She was distressed by the memory of the 
suspicion with which she had regarded him 
in the heat of her defence of her husband. 
He saw that, and holding up his hand, as 
if to ward away all further reference to the 
subject, he said : 

' You found me yesterday callous and 
cruel, as you naturally thought; but you 
could not know how much it had cost me 
to assume the position I did regarding Mr. 
Tavendale. Kemember the position in 
which I was placed as a man whose fondest 
hopes had been destroyed by him, and as a 
servant of justice called upon almost to pro- 
nounce judgment of life or death upon him 
— when you remember that I believe you 



JUSTICE OR MERCY? 143 

will try to think gently of what appeared 
so harsh to you yesterday.' 

* You speak as if it had been you who 
had given offence, and not I. But don't 
think so poorly of me as to imagine that I 
do not understand how wrong I was, and 
how much I owe your generous kindness.' 

* Thank you, Miss Cargill — or let me 
show you how completely I have obtained 
the command of those feelings which are 
now an insult to you, and' an agony to my- 
self, by calling you Mrs. Tavendale.' 

' Can you call me by that name, and can 
you tell me that I may bear it without 
shame ?' 

* I believe you may. Circumstances 
have come to light since yesterday after- 
noon which I believe will speedily obtain 
your husband's release. More than that, I 
believe these same facts will prove that 
you and your father have been subjected to 
an extraordinary imposition.' 

* In regard to what ?' 



144 A HARD KNOT. 

' In regard to the lady who claims to be 
your sister. But of that I must speak to 
Mr. Cargill. At present I wish to tell you 
only of those matters which more imme- 
diately interest you.' 

* Then you have found some of the ser- 
vants who saw him here on the evening of 
the crime.' 

Mr. Lyon shook his head. 

'No. But the lad who brought Mr. 
Tavendale's letter to you, and your answer 
to him, remembers the day well, and it was 
on the day of the murder. So far, that 
helps to prove that the letter you have got 
undated is the one which the lad delivered 
on that day.' 

* Only helps to prove it.?' 

* That is all, for there might have been 
other letters written. You shrink fipom me 
almost as if you were afraid that I was 
about to give you an argument to his dis- 
advantage. But you must not fear that. 
I simply wish to show you the true value of 
proof for and against him.' 
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' Bat is there no proof strong enough to 
satisfy you that he was here on that evening, 
as I told you ?' 

' Your own word is more than sufl&cient 
to satisfy me ; but it is not sufficient to 
satisfy the law. We must have some evi- 
dence to corroborate your statement, and 
that we have partly found in the examina- 
tion Inspector Spiers has made of the 
premises.' 

* Has he been here T 

* He was here last night. He found that 
the broken bottles on the top of the garden- 
wall, close to the doorway, had been partially 
torn away, as if to enable some one to pass 
over the wall. On one of the pieces of 
glass he found a shred of cloth, which will 
no doubt serve to explain how Mr. Taven- 
dale's clothes were torn; At the foot of 
the wall, on the inside, he found the ladder 
by which Mr. Tavendale had been assisted 
in reclimbing. At the entrance to the 
summer-house he discovered a small hole, 
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which was no doubt that made by the point 
of Mr. Tavendale's umbrella; and on the 
floor he found the key of the door. All 
this corroborates your testimony ; but, un- 
fortunately, it does not help us much in the 
matter of the date.' 

Katie looked uneasy, and then, with a 
sudden glow of inspiration — 

'Have you examined my maid Easton 
with the other servants T 

* She is the only one who has not been 
examined, but the inspector will see her 
to-day.' 

' I will call her now — you will speak to 
her yourself — she must have seen him, and 
I cannot rest until this matter is settled.' 

* Stay, I have more to tell you. There 
is not so much dependent upon this point 
now as there appeared to be yesterday. I 
believe that even if we should fail altogether 
in respect of this point in the evidence, 
Mr. Tavendale's safety is assured by other 
events.' 
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* And they are ? ' 

' That another man is charged with the 
crime, and that the proofs against him are 
quite as strong, if not stronger, than any 
that have been brought against your hus- 
band.' 

* God bless you, Mr. Lyon,' she cried, 
sobbing with joy. 

He stepped aside to the window to permit 
her to recover from her emotion and to con- 
ceal his own. 

Presently he felt her hand resting on his 
arm, and looking round he saw her bonnie, 
tearful face upturned to his timidly. 

' Can you take me to see him now ?' she 
faltered. 

* I will be ready to accompany you the 
moment after I have spoken to your father. 
But how is it you do not ask me what the 
circumstances are which have so altered 
Mr. Tavendale's position ?' 

' I do not care about the circumstances, 
I only care to know that he is safe.' 

43—2 
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So saying she conducted him to the 
library, at the door of which they met Dr. 
Lawson, who was just leaving. 

* You must be careful not to excite him/ 
whispered the doctor as she passed into the 
chamber. 

Mr. Lyon was struck by the altered 
appearance of the Millionnaire, but he 
avoided any reference to the subject. 

* I have intelligence of much importance 
for you, Mr. Cargill/ he said, after the 
usual greetings had passed between them ; 
* intelligence which, I anticipate, will re- 
lieve you from some of your present annoy- 
ance.' 

Mr. Cargill inclined his head as if in 
intimation of his attention. 

* But first,' Mr. Lyon proceeded, * I 
must trouble you to answer one question. 
Amongst the letters in the possession of 
Miss Burnett there is one referring to an 
attempt made by you to obtain certain 
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other letters from the unfortunate Mrs. 
Gorbal/ 

* I remember the note you allude to.' 

* May I ask then what was the nature of 
those letters you were so anxious to obtain ?' 

Mr. Cargill's lips became compressed as 
with a spasm, indicating the efifort he had 
to make to speak without agitation. 

' They were letters written by me to the 
unfortunate woman in reference to the fraud 
which was afterwards eflfected, and others 
written by the late Dr. Largie regarding 
the same matter.' 

* Do you know anything of the contents of 
Dr. Largie's letters — did you ever see 
them r 

' No, the woman would neither allow me 
to see them nor part with them on any 
consideration.' 

* What was your reason for desiring to 
possess them ?' 

* To destroy them, in order that they 
might never be the means of an exposure. 
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I have answered you frankly. May I in- 
quire now why you put these questions T 

' Because I believe that had you obtained 
Dr. Largie's letters you would have dis- 
covered a state of matters which would 
have relieved you from years of anxiety, 
and which would have prevented the recent 
unhappy events.' 

Mr. Lyon then, as succinctly as possible, 
repeated the principal facts of the state- 
ment made by the husband of the deceased 
woman. He produced the written declara- 
tion, bearing the signatures of the various 
persons concerned in the conspiracy, and 
finished by saying that Thomas Gorbal 
was waiting in the hall ready to give any 
information that might be required from 
him. 

Astounded, bewildered, enraged, and 
relieved by turns, Mr. Cargill listened to 
the strange narrative. 

His excitement reached its height when 
Katie, who had listened with quickening 
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pulse, clasped him round the neck with a 
great cry of pain. 

' Father, father,' was all she could say. 

He gripped her in his arms with 
spasmodic vigour, and his fading eyes, 
which had been so hot and parched, were 
filled with tears. The strong nature of 
the man, which had borne in silence the 
agony of shame and the degradation to 
which the child he loved had been about to 
be subjected on his account, gave way now, 
and he sobbed as if his heart were bursting 
as he fondled her, knowing that she was 
safe from the consequences of the fraud he 
had long ago meditated towards her. 

* Oh ! Heaven is merciful to you — to 
me, my child,' he sobbed, embracing her 
passionately ; ' but I am guilty, Katie, 
guilty, and you should turn from me and 
spurn me.' 

She only clung to him the more closely 
at that. 

*It was by heaven's mercy that my 
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guilty scheme miscarried, but my crime is 
not the less, my soul is not the less black. 
I am unworthy of your love — unworthy to 
be permitted to touch your pure hand — to 
obtain one gentle thought in your pure 
heart, I am ' 

' You are my father,' she said, and that 
was all her argument, having no thought 
of blame to cast upon him. 

His voice had been low and tender as he 
had murmured his remorse over her ; and 
Mr. Lyon and Katie were both startled to 
hear his voice rise abruptly to a harsh and 
angry key. 

* Where is the man — the double villain — 
who would have committed a second murder 
in hanging Tavendale for his crime ? Where 
is he r 

* His position as the agent for the accused 
enabled him to obtain early intimation of his 
own danger, and thus far he has succeeded 
in eluding the officers. But they are on his 
track, and in a few days they expect to be 
able to lay hands on him.* 
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Mr. Cargill laid his trembling hands on his 
brow, groaning — 

* Oh I blind, blind that I have been. Now 
I understand all that seemed only the wild 
ravings of a dying woman ; no w I understand 
why, with her last breath, she denounced him 
as the assassin.' 

' Do you mean the late Mistress Burnett V 

* Ay, she — she understood it all ; she would 
have revealed the fiendish scheme that man 
had hatched ; and we would not trust her. 
But he was not alone in the plot ; he had an 
accomplice. Sarah !' 

He uttered the name with a shriek of 
agony, and then covered his face as if he 
would hide himself from the friends who 
stood by him, as if he would fain have 
blinded himself to the horrible conclusion to 
which he had been led. 

Katie flung her arms round him with a 
cry of dismay and shuddering fright. 

' Do not say that, do not say that — father, 
father, it is impossible that she could have 
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been so cruel, so guilty — she who is my sister 
and your child.' 

Her words were half stifled by the tears 
and sobs which swell-ed her heart to burst- 
ing. 

* Oh ! my God, I am punished,' groaned 
the stricken man, his feeble body swaying to 
and fro, his ears deaf to the appeals Katie 
made, his mind insensible to the consolation 
she tried to oflFer him. 

Of a sudden his pitiable moans ceased, his 
limbs became almost rigid. He put Katie's 
hands away from him firmly, but touching 
her with a reverent respect, as if he thought 
that he was unworthy even to touch one so 
pure. 

He rose slowly to his feet; his worn 
visage pallid as death, and with an expression 
hard and grim as iron in the resolution he 
had taken. Traces of tears still marked his 
features, but they served only to give his 
expression additional sternness. 

He laid his hand upon the bell. 



JUSTICE OR MERC Yf i S S 

' He has escaped, you say V — (taming a 
Kttle towards Mr. Lyon). 

*For the present he has eluded us/ re- 
joined the latter, watching him curiously 
and anxiously. 

* And you say ' — (faltering here) — ' you 
say that he was engaged to marry Sarah 
Burnett — my daughter Y 

' It is in that engagement we find the 
motive of his crime.' 

'Then she will know where he is lurking^ 
She shall deliver him to us.' 

He rang the bell. 

' For Heaven's sake, sir, be careful !' ex- 
claimed the magistrate. 

* I will be just — I will fulfil the duty that 
is appointed to me to do ; it is part of my 
atonement.' 

He rang the bell again. 

* Explain, I beseech you, what you are 
about to do ?' 

* To see her, to force the truth from her — 
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to deliver her into the hands of justice if 
necessary.' 

Katie had been standing in awe and be- 
wilderment at his strange manner, observing 
his movements with timorous eyes, and when 
he declared the purpose which he had formed, 
she rushed to him as if to snatch the bell 
from him. 

He extended his arm, still respectfully 
and firmly keeping her back. 

*You will not do this — you cannot do 
this,' she cried. * Sarah is not the guilty 
woman you take her to be — she has been 
deceived ; and although she had not been, 
although she were the worst and vilest you 
cloud imagine her to be — ah, sir, for all that, 
remember she is your daughter still.' 

Her words and manner caused him to 
regard her with that quick look of authority 
with which in former days he would have 
overborne any opposition to his will ; but 
he checked the impulse, and retorted 
calmly : 
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* I am not cruel. I am just to you and 
to her/ 

A third time he rang the bell, and as he 
was doing so a footman appeared at the 
door. 

* The carriage instantly.' 

The footman bowed and closed the door. 

Katie dropped upon her knees at his feet, 
clasping his hands, and looking up implor- 
ingly at his inflexible visage. 

* Ah, father,' this is human justice, which 
knows no mercy. If she has done wrong — 
if she is guilty as you think she is, should 
yours be the first hand to strike her ?' 

His head bent a little, but he made no 
response, his expression did not change. 

' She is your daughter,' Katie pleaded, 
with tearful face ; * but have you been a true 
father to her ? Have you watched over her as 
you have watched over me ? Have you tended 
her and guided her as you have done with 
me ? Have you given her the position to 
which, as your daughter, she had a right ? 
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Yon have done nothing of all this, and now, 
because she has erred, you condemn her, 
you would torture her by seeking to sacrifice 
her to what you call justice.' 

* Kise,' he said huskily, but without any 
tone to indicate that he was softened by the 
appeal. 

* Not until you have promised, for my 
sake, for my mother's sake— for her mother's 
sake, to be merciful to her now, as heaven 
has been merciful to you and to me. 

He raised her to her feet. 

* I will be merciful, I will give her a share 
of my wealth, I will place her above the 
temptation of evil in the future — I will do 
all you would have me to do for her, except 
permit her to have a place in my house, or 
to be near you, if she will be honest and 
deliver up the murderer.' 

The door opened again, and the domestic 
announced that the carriage was ready. 

* You will accompany me, Mr. Lyon,' 
said Mr. Cargill, * to this woman's house. 
You shall judge between us.' 
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The magistrate bowed. 

*And I too — ^I will go with you,' ex- 
claimed Katie, eagerly, alarmed for the 
consequences to Sarah, and anxious to be 
present at the interview, that she might 
stand between her and the wrath of her 
father. 

She did not give Mr. Cargill time to 
forbid her to accompany him. She ran 
away the instant she had spoken to procure 
her bonnet and cloak. She was first down 
at the door, and first in her place in the 
carriage. 

Mr. Lyon dismissed Gorbal, who had 
been waiting in the hall, and bade him not 
leave his lodgings, lest at any moment he 
should be required. 

The old stem spirit stirred within the 
Millionnaire's breast, and quickened his limbs 
to renewed strength. In the morning he 
had with difficulty tottered* from one room 
to another, assisted by his attendant or his 
daughter ; now, only leaning a little more 
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heavily than usual upon his staff, he de- 
scended the staircase, and took his seat in 
the carriage, declining the proffered aid of 
the domestic who followed close behind 
him. 

The carriage stopped in front of the house 
in Hill Street. The closely- drawn blinds, 
the muffled knocker, and the silence which 
seemed to prevail about the dwelling, gave 
sad intimation that death had been lately 
there. 

As they stepped out of the carriage Katie 
touched her father's arm, and with a slight 
movement of her hand, indicating the signs 
of what had just happened, she whispered : 

' KecoUect that her mother is lying in the 
house dead.' 

A slight shiver passed over his frame, and 
then with a bend of the head, he acknow- 
ledged her request. 

Mr. Lyon, who had followed them on 
horseback, joined them as Susan opened the 
door, and entered with them. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

FAITHFUL TO THE LAST. 

The girl looked a little frightened at sight 
of the visitors, and in answer to the inquiry 
for Miss Burnett, stammered confusedly, as 
if she did not know whether or not to say 
that she was at home. 

She, however, ushered them into the 
parlour, and abruptly closed the door upon 
them, without asking their names, or pro- 
mising to tell her mistress that they were 
waiting. 

Mr. Lyon stood only a few paces from 
the door, at which he glanced occasionally 
with an uneasy expression, as if he fain 
would have warned the lady they were ex- 
pecting not to enter. Mr. Cargill stood in 
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the centre of the room, his eyes fixed on the 
floor, and a nervous movement about the lips 
which betokened the undercurrent of emotion 
his frowning brow and hard manner subdued 
and concealed. Katie was by his side, 
alternately glancing at his face and the door. 
No word was spoken by any of them. Thus, 
for the space of five minutes, which seemed 
an hour. Then Sarah entered. 

She was dressed in black, her hair was 
smoothly brushed, her face was pallid and 
lined with furrows of care, her eyes were 
dim and sunken, and her eyelids drooped 
over them, as if they could not bear the 
light of day. Her expression was one of 
submission, weariedly placid, unnaturally 
still. Her manner partook of the strange 
stillness, and it seemed almost as if her 
presence commanded silence. 

Mr. Lyon was the first whom she seemed 
to observe, and him she greeted with a slight 
inclination of the head. Then slowly she 
turned to Mr. Cargill, but she did not hold 
out her hand or address him. 
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She stood before him as one meekly 
waiting to learn his wishes. 

He had raised his head quickly on her 
appearance, and surveyed her with an ex- 
pression of wrath, which gradually changed 
to one of bitter curiosity. Her manner 
was so meek, so subdued, so silent, that 
the angry words which had risen to his 
lips faded upon them, and he felt some 
difficulty in finding the proper mode of ad- 
dressing her. 

Katie had waited timorously for her father 
to speak, but finding him still dumb, and 
seeing her sister standing there almost like 
a criminal before a judge, her gentle nature 
could not endure the position, and she made 
a quick movement as if to take Sarah's 
hands. 

Mr. Cargill grasped her arm with a vio- 
lence that hurt her, and thrust her back. 

^ I have permitted you to accompany me 
here,' he said with dignity ; * I will not 
permit you to interfere between me and 
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this woman ; neither will I permit you to 
speak to her until she has shown herself 
repentant.' 

Katie was abashed, and her eyes drooped 
as if she could not bear to look upon her 
sister's humiliation. Sarah, however, only 
raised her eyes quietly, and met her father's 
gaze with a look cold and resolute as his 
own. Then she folded her hands, and waited 
for the storm to burst. To an angry man no 
conduct is more exasperating than that of 
simple patience. If she had spoken, if she 
had shown the least agitation of fear or 
sorrow, Mr. Cargill might have addressed 
her more calmly ; as it was he burst into 
the heat of his passion at once. 

* Evidently, madam, you have anticipated 
our visit, and are prepared for it.' 

^ You told me yesterday, sir, that you 
would either call or send to me to-day' 
(this so meekly that it was impossible to 
say whether or not she meant it for 
sarcasm). 
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* True. Yesterday, when I thought you 
worthy to he acknowledged as the sister of 
this lady, I intended to come for you or 
send to-day; hut it was with a different 
object in view than that which has brought 
me here now. You do not move. Good 
heavens, madam 1 are you incapable of 
shame ?' 

* I wait, sir, to know the purpose which 
seems to excite you so much.' 

* You are either less guilty than I imagine 
you to be, or you are more guilty,' he said 
constrainedly. *I own that your conduct 
perplexes me, but I shall not remain long 
in doubt as to its meaning. Yesterday 
I believed you to be one whom I had 
grievously wronged ; to-day I learn that 
the position you claimed you have no right 
to, and you knew it.' 

He paused, as if expecting her to answer ; 
but she did not speak or move, and he re- 
sumed, with a touch of scorn in his tone — 

* I presume, madam, that it is unnecessary 
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for me to repeat to you the wretched details 
of your attempted fraud and of the man 
Hewitt's crime ?' 

Her hands tightened a little upon each 
other at that, but she did not speak yet, 
and she displayed no other symptom of 
perturbation. 

* Yesterday, believing you honest, I pur- 
posed giving you freely all you claimed; 
to-day, knowing you to be guilty, I have 
yielded to the prayers of one whose name 
you would have disgraced, and I purpose 
giving you much more than at toy time 
you had a right to expect. I purpose giving 
you the means to live in affluence, and I 
purpose to assist you to escape the punish- 
ment the law might inflict for your share in 
Hewitt's crime, if you will prove to us now 
that you merit one kindly thought, that you 
are capable of regret and repentance for the 
harm you have done, and for the harm you 
sought to do/ 

' I listen/ 
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The two words dropped from her lips 
with icy clearness, although they were not 
pronounced above her breath. 

* So far I am pleased that you make no 
vain attempt to deny your falsehood. I 
seek only one thing more, and then we may 
part, never, I trust, to see each other again. 
The murderer, Hewitt, I understand, was 
your betrothed husband ; he was with you 
last night, and you must know his hiding- 
place. I am here to command you to reveal 
it. I am here to demand that you will 
make atonement to those Whom you have 
betrayed by delivering him to the scaflFold.' 

A slight flush had covered her pallid face 
at the words, ' the murderer Hewitt,' and 
as Mr. Cargill finished speaking, her breath- 
ing became quick and laboured, as if with 
the violent effort she made to maintain her 
composure. 

* I seek to deny nothing, sir,' she said in 
a low, steady voice ; * I do not seek even 
to retaliate upon you the epithets which you 
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have cast upon me. I do not seek to ex- 
cuse myself in any way, but neither can I 
explain my position at present. All the 
opprobrium with which you can regard me 
I deserve, and I submit myself to it ; but 
I can tell you nothing/ 

'Do you refuse to purchase your own 
safety, to secure your own future position, 
that you may screen a murderer from 
justice T 

' I would not purchase all that you — all 
that the world could give me at the price 
of his life.' 

* Infamous ! Would you leave an in- 
nocent man to perish when a word from you 
can place the real criminal in our hands T 

* I can answer you nothing at present.' 
Her thin lips closed tightly, as if she had 

determined that these were the last words 
that she would speak. 

* By heaven, you shall not thwart us. I 
command you to speak, and save yourself 
from the hangman's hands.' 
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She was silent and immovable. 

* Are you human ?' he cried, exasperated 
beyond measure. ' Look, Katie, this is the 
woman for whom you threw yourself at my 
feet, begging mercy. She for whom you 
wept and pleaded has neither tears nor pity. 
She is hard and callous as the villain with 
whom she would have mated herself. She 
knows that your husband, innocent of this 
crime as yourself, lies under the black 
charge, and she will not speak one word to 
rescue him, even for your sake.' 

Still Sarah was silent, cold and motion- 
less as a statue. 

Mr. CargiU's passion exhausted him, 
and he sank on a chair, weak and trem- 
bling. 

* Speak to her, Mr. Lyon,' he said 
hoarsely ; * her father's voice has no power 
over her, but that of a magistrate may 
obtain the answer which neither pity nor 
gratitude can wring from her.' 

Mr. Lyon was close by her, and bending 
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towards her he spoke in his low earnest 
voice. 

* I beseech you, Miss Burnett, relieve 
your father's anxiety, and do not lay your- 
self under the suspicion of wishing to risk 
an innocent life for that of one so guilty as 
Laurence Hewitt.' 

She was still unmoved. 

Then Katie, breaking away from her 
father, ran to Sarah and flung her arms 
round her neck, sobbing. 

* Sarah — my sister in shame or innocence 
— ^you will speak for my sake, if not for 
your own, or you will tell me why you are 
silent.' 

The woman was touched at last. 

There was a moment of breathless silence 
in the room, during which Sarah's hands 
became clenched, her breast rose and fell, 
and her lips quivered with the passionate 
pain that swelled within her. Suddenly 
she clutched Katie's shoulders, and bent 
so close to her that her hot breath burned 
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on the cheeks of the one creature who had 
made her feel that she was not left quite 
without sympathy. 

^I will speak/ she said in a husky 
whisper ; * I will tell you everything I know, 
if when you learn my reason for being silent 
you command me to speak.' 

* Trust me, Sarah/ she answered fer- 
vently ; * tell me your reason.' 

In a passionate whisper came the re- 
sponse. 

* I loved him.' 

Katie drew a quick breath, and dropped 
her head on Sarah's shoulder. To her 
those three words explained all the error of 
the woman's life ; and whilst they dis- 
pelled her own hopes of obtaining from 
her the information which her father de- 
manded, and which would have been of so 
much importance to Tavendale, they 
seemed to warrant the sympathy she had 
given. 

* Ah, then, you cannot speak, Sarah,' she 
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sobbed on her shoulder ; ' and in your 
place I would be silent too.' 

Wrath and authority, threats and bribes 
had all failed to shake Sarah's resolution in 
the least, but these few tender words made 
her heart tremble. 

* If I dared to ask a blessing upon any- 
body,' she said, chokingly, * I would pray 
for one on your dear head now. Your 
goodness makes me a better woman ; your 
pity helps me to endure the misery that is 
mine.' 

* I shall not torture you any more. We 
will go away ; but when others blame you 
and scorn you, take courage in knowing 
that there is at least, one who understands 
you/ 

She made a movement as if to with- 
draw, but Sarah held her tightly in her 
arms. 

* Not yet ; you shall not go until you 
know that I am not the infamous thing 
our father believes me to be. Before you 
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came to me to-day I had resolved that Mr. 
Tavendale should be saved for your sake, 
come what might. But first I have an- 
other duty to do, and when I succeed, or 
when I fail in that, all the proof that I 
can give to clear your husband will be 
placed in your hands. Now go; it is 
better for us both that we should part at 
once.' 

Katie could not answer this ; she could 
only kiss her passionately and obey her. 

Mr. Lyon had heard partly what had 
passed with much amazement at the singu- 
lar change in the woman who had been so 
obdurate. 

Mr. Cargill, who had heard nothing but 
the murmur of whispering voices, sat, 
astounded and indignant, gazing at his 
daughters. When Katie came to him and 
took his hand to lead him from the place, 
he rose wrathfuUy. 

' She still refuses Y he ejaculated. 

' She cannot answer us now, father. 
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Don't be angry with her, she has sorrow 
to bear as well as we. Give her time ; by- 
and-by she will do all that you would 
wish/ 

He advanced stiffly to where Sarah 
stood, again with hands clasped, head 
bowed, calm and inscrutable as before. 

* By-and-by will be too late. You must 
answer now, or take the consequences of 
my displeasure and of the law's penalty.' 

* I have said all that I can say, sir.' 

He raised his hand tremblingly, and 
touched her on the shoulder, with a move- 
ment as if he were thrusting her from 
him. 

* Obstinate ! Have your own way, but 
understand you have forfeited every claim 
to the consideration of honest men and 
women. More, you have forfeited every 
claim to my pity or pardon. Henceforth 
you are as one dead to me — shame, beg- 
gary, starvation may fall upon you, and I 
will turn from your cries for help as cal- 
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lously as you have turned from our appeals 
to-day. I will turn from you in your 
misery with a loathing that I would not 
feel for the most loathsome creature that 
Heaven permits to crawl the earth/ 

She shrank under his touch — she bowed 
her head low before the almost solemn 
wrath with which he banished her from 
bis heart for ever ; but she only answered 
passively : 

* I can die/ 

He turned his back upon her, utterly 
indifferent to her words ; indeed, he seemed 
not to have heard them at all. He ex- 
tended his arm to Katie, and erect and stern 
he led her to the door. 

Mr. Lyon, however, had heard the 
words, and coupling them with what little 
he had heard her say to Katie, they in- 
creased his pity for the unhappy position in 
which she was placed, and he remained 
behind a few minutes to speak to her. 

* I cannot address you, madam, as per- 
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haps my official capacity would require 
me ; but I am here as Mr. Cargill's friend, 
not as a magistrate. Permit me to be your 
friend also.' 

* You are very kind, sir.' 

* I have no desire to endeavour to force 
from you the information you refuse to 
give your father and your sister, but as 
your friend I wish to warn you that you 
are placing yourself in a very dangerous 
position. The charge which is made 
against Mr. Hewitt is the gravest that can 
be made against any human creature. 
You are running the risk of being charged 
as his accomplice, and that means, per- 
haps, transportation — possibly death to 
you.' 

* I am grateful to you, sir, but my course 
is taken — I cannot alter it.' 

Mr. Lyon bowed, and followed his 
friends. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

ALICE TAVENDALE's STATEMENT. 

When Mr. Lyon got outside the house 
Katie was watching for him at the window 
of the carriage. He stepped up to her. 

* Can you take me to see Mr. Tavendale 
now ?' she queried bashfully ; ' my father is 
to go with us.' 

* Certainly, at once.' 

Mr. Lyon mounted his horse, which the 
footman had been holding, and, preceding 
the carriage, rode to the prison. 

The grey, gloomy walls, the rows of 
narrow, iron-barred windows, frightened 
Katie and made her tremble. But as the 
gate opened before Mr. Lyon, and permitted 
them to enter, she was almost reassured 
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when she saw that the warders and turn- 
keys, save for their uniforms, were very 
ordinary-looking men ; very civil and very- 
respectful on the present occasion. For all 
that there was a close, unpleasant atmo- 
sphere about the place, which made her 
heart leap as she saw the massive gate 
swing-to when they had entered, and heard 
the key grating harshly in the big lock. 
She experienced a gasping sensation, as if 
the place were too confined to permit her 
to breathe. She was disturbed by the silly 
fancy that she would never be able to get to 
the bright side of those high walls again ; 
and she sickened at the thought that Alick 
Tavendale had been all this time pent up 
in one of those dingy little holes, from 
which the prison builders seemed almost 
to have wished to exclude the daylight 
itself. 

Everything around her seemed to be 
made of dingy grey stone and hard black 
iron ; and she wondered if the gaolers' hearts 
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were made of the same materials. At any 
rate, it seemed to her that, living amongst 
these things, they could not help their 
natures partaking something of the charac- 
ter of the grim shadows which were always 
looming over them. 

She was relieved only when the door 
was thrown open, and her dismal thoughts 
were dispelled only when she heard Taven- 
dale's voice pronounce her name in astonish- 
ment and joy, and felt his hands touching 
hers. 

He had heen pacing the floor perturbedly, 
speculating upon the result of the events in 
which he had become involved, when the 
sound of the opening door attracted his 
attention. Then, at sight of her, the full 
blaze of the sun itself seemed to flash into 
his face, blinding and dazzling him with 
gladness, and he could only shout * Katie !' 
and embrg^ce her. 

He did not observe her father or Mr. 
Lyon until she, remembering their pre- 
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sence, blushingly disengaged herself from 
him and directed his attention to them. 

As soon as he saw Mr. Cargill, he stood 
looking awkwardly from him to Katie, as 
if seeking an explanation of this unexpected 
visit. 

There was nothing of the criminal in his 
appearance. He was pale, and there were 
signs of intense agitation on his visage, but 
there was no shade of that gloomy despon- 
dency which marks the bearing of one who 
knows himself to be guilty, and dreads, the 
issue of the trial which he waits. He 
seemed now to be thinking more of what 
the presence of Mr. Cargill meant than of 
the grave charge of which Mr. Lyon's pre^ 
sence reminded him. 

Katie was the first to break the awkward 
silence which ensued. 

* My father knows everything, Alick ; he 
knew everything on the day you were first 
examined, and be is trying to save you. I 
told you he was good and kind. We 
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should have trusted him from the first, not 
deceived him as we have done/ 

Tavendale still paused, regarding Mr. 
Lyon doubtfully. 

* He knows everything, too,' said Katie, 
understanding his glance ; * and you may 
speak as freely before him as before 
me.' 

Tavendale did not seem to be quite satis- 
fied of that. However, after a loug silence, 
he said : 

* When I persuaded your daughter to 
marry me secretly, it was at a moment 
when we both thought that your wealth, 
your name, belonged to another. I under- 
stand that you have acknowledged that 
claim ; and when I am released, you will 
find that I can work for my wife, and 
prove to you that I had no thought of 
your fortune when I sought her. You 
will find ' 

* Enough, sir,' said Mr. Cargill coldly, 
and not altogether pleased by the manner 
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in which he had been interrupted when he 
had first begun to speak ; ' my daughter's 
position is unaltered.' 

' Unaltered ? — then the letters were 
forgeries T 

* I have hinted, sir, that this is not a 
time for explaining these matters. When 
my daughter's husband is safe from the 
gallows, there will be time enough for re- 
crimination on both sides. Meanwhile, our 
presence here concerns the dangers of your 
position only.' 

* I have no fear for myself, sir ; I know 
that I am innocent, and now that our mar- 
riage is known, I can give those explana- 
tions which will satisfy the law, and 
regarding which my silence was the chief 
argument against me.' 

* It is to receive those explanations that I 
am here,' said Mr. Lyon. 

In answer to Mr. Lyon's questions, he 
thereupon gave a clear statement of every 
circumstance which had tended so much to 
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render his conduct suspicious, and to give 
the charge against him an apparently 
strong foundation so long as the motives of 
his action remained unknown. 

* During Mr. Cargill's absence, as you 
know, Miss Burnett called at Mavisbank. 
Katie had no one to whom she could tell 
the strange story she heard then save myself. 
She shrank from writing about it to her 
father, lest the shock might overwhelm 
him whilst . he was away from her. The 
subject was of too delicate a nature for her 
to mention it to you, Mr. Lyon ; and so 
there was no one left to advise her but 
me. 

* When she made the revelation to me, it 
recalled vaguely to my mind some things I 
had heard my mother say about a Mrs. 
Burnett, with whom Mr. Cargill had been 
mysteriously associated. As Katie was 
satisfied that the letters she had read had 
been written by her father's hand, that fact, 
combined with the memory of my mother's 
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words, made me give credence to the story 
perhaps too readily. 

* I became alarmed for the unhappy posi- 
tion in which Katie would be placed; I 
believed that an opportunity had come when 
I, poor as I was, might be able to shield 
her from shame, and that I might prove to 
her father that all his wealth had no share 
in my regard for her. J told her that there 
was only one means of rescuing her from 
the disgrace that seemed to threaten her, 
and that was by becoming my wife. She 
was frightened and vexed by my proposition 
at first, but after two days my arguments 
prevailed — she consented. 

* It was on the twelfth of the month that 
she told me of Sarah Burnett's claim, and 
on the fourteenth we were married by 
license. I wish here, sir, to be as minute 
as possible in every detail of my conduct 
during these few days, as I understand the 
evidence regarding it given by my landlady 
has had some influence against me. Know- 
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ing what I heard on the twelfth, you will 
have no difl&culty in understanding the state 
of nervous excitement I was in that night 
and the following day. You see, it will 
account for everything I did that seemed 
so strange to Mrs. Marshall and her ser- 
vant. 

* I was absent from the office two days 
— ^in fact, three days, from the thirteenth. 
I only called there to see if there were any 
letters. The cause of my absence was a 
simple one : I was too much excited to 
attend to any business ; and besides, I was 
busy seeking a house, and preparing it to 
receive my wife at the first moment when 
the exposure came. All this I had to do 
secretly, in order to avoid hastening the 
catastrophe. Hence the mysterious char- 
acter of my conduct. 

* I found a small cottage near Bowling 
which promised to afford us seclusion and 
comfort, and I took it for a year. The 
landlord's name is John McCallum, and he 



i86 A HARD KNOT, 

resides at Bowling. You will easily find 
him, and he will corroborate what I say, 
and give you the dates of my visits to 
him. 

* Next, I had to furnish the cottage, and 
on that account I was much occupied with 
Messrs. Gowan Brothers, furniture-dealers, 
Howard Street. Before they would exe- 
cute my order they required me to place in 
their hands a hundred pounds, and they 
would give me credit for the rest. Of that 
sum I was five pounds short, and I bor- 
rowed the amount from Mrs. Marshall. She 
had lent me money before, and I thought 
she was least likely to suspect my purpose. 
I rolled the notes up together and placed 
them in an envelope for Messrs. Gowan. • 

* I decided to acquaint Mr. Cargill with 
the important step I had taken by letter in 
the first place. I had little fear now of 
what he might say, as I calculated that he 
would be too much ajBBicted by the ex- 
posure to deal over-harshly with me. But 
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I felt much delicacy in approaching the 
subject to him ; and I wrote more than a 
dozen letters, and burned them as fast as 
they were written, before I could produce 
one to please me. In prospect of speedily 
leaving my lodgings I began to arrange my 
things and to get rid of a heap of useless 
letters, and I burned them. These were 
the documents I destroyed, without ever 
dreaming that the destruction of them 
would draw so much suspicion upon me. 

' There are only two more items of im- 
portance to which it is necessary for me to 
refer. On the Saturday previous to the 
murder I called at the house of the woman 
Jean Gorbal. I had been there once before 
with a message from Mr. Cargill, and so I 
knew the place. I had to call several times 
before I saw her, and when I did see her I 
could obtain no satisfaction from her. She 
laughed strangely as I spoke to her, and 
one observation struck me as singularly odd. 
She said, *' One may as well have it as 
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another for me, and the one that tries most 
gets most/' 

* I attributed her odd words and manner 
to the effects of drink, and so left her, dis- 
satisfied with the result I had obtained, 
and determined to see her again as soon as 
Mr. Cargill returned. But my interview 
with her had left me exceedingly anxious, 
and I desired to speak to my wife as 
speedily as possible. Our cottage was to 
be ready in three days, and I had thought 
of persuading her to go to the place that 
was now her home even before her father's 
arrival. 

* On the day on which the murder ap- 
pears to have been committed I sent Mrs. 
Marshall's son with a note to Mavisbank, 
begging Katie to consent to my new pro- 
posal, or at any rate to see me that 
evening. The lad came back without any 
answer. I thought she was angry vnth me, 
and I was agitated by her silence. By- 
and-by, however, a man came with a note 
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from her, directing me to meet her at dusk 
in the garden at Mavisbank, and I was 
there at a quarter-past six o'clock. 

' I had to climb the wall, as we were 
unable to open the door. Our conversa- 
tion was one of the greatest importance to 
both of us, and it was nearly twelve o'clock 
before we parted. The issue of that inter- 
view between us was that she not only 
refused decisively to leave her father's 
house until he had been informed of her 
marriage, but she begged me not to send the 
letter I had written to him. With the 
generous courage she always shows when 
there is trouble to be encountered, she 
wished to be the first to tell her father of 
what had happened, and to brave his anger. 
But before doing that, she wished to see 
how he would be affected by the exposure 
which was imminent. She therefore de- 
sired me to leave it entirely to her dis- 
cretion to decide upon the time when she 
should disclose our relationship. She 
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charged me neither to speak nor to write 
about the subject without first having ob- 
tained her permission. She adopted this 
course not because she wished to delay the 
discovery of her error — ^if, under the cir- 
cumstances, you could call it error — to her 
father ; but because, fearing that he might 
be annoyed in learning that she was my 
wife, and knowing that he would be dis- 
tressed by Miss Burnett's disclosure, she 
wished to spare him as much as possible 
any knowledge that might add to his 
affliction. 

' She commanded me to be silent, under 
any circumstances, until she had spoken. 
It was with bitter reluctance that I 
promised to obey her ; but I did promise, 
and I have faithfully observed it, as you 
know. 

'I was nervously excited by what had 
passed and by the prospect of what was to 
come ; and instead of going home straight, 
I took a long walk round by the Kelvin. It 
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was a disagreeable night of rain and wind ; 
but I did not mind that, for the exercise 
seemed to soothe me. It was nearly three 
o'clock in |;he morning when I reached my 
lodgings. My landlady had waited for me, 
and seemed to be surprised by my appear- 
ance. I was vexed that she should have 
observed my disturbed manner, and that I 
had put her to the inconvenience of sitting 
up so late for me. My reason for asking 
if the door had been fastened was not 
because I heard the policeman passing, but 
because I wished to save trouble by doing 
it for her, as I had been accustomed to do 
whenever I happened to be the last to 
enter the house. I had walked the last 
mile or two very slowly, and felt cold in 
my wet clothes, so that I shivered a little 
when I spoke to her. During the next 
day I did not feel well, and that, com- 
bined with the very fretful nature of my 
thoughts, rendered my humour none' of the 
best. 
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' It was late that night before I became 
aware of Jean Gorbal's fate ; and after the 
first shock of horror I own that I ex- 
perienced a feeling something akin to relief, 
in the hope that her death would either 
prevent the threatened exposure altogether, 
or at any rate would considerably reduce 
its consequence. But believe me, sir, that 
cruel as the feeling may seem to you, it 
affected me not with any view to my own 
advantage, but wholly on account of the 
relief I calculated the woman's death would 
give to Katie and her father in sparing 
them the shame that was about to fall 
upon them. 

* I have now given you a full explanation 
of my conduct. You can understand why 
I was silent regarding the manner in which 
I spent the evening of the crime. But do 
not think that I had any foolish thought of 
sacrificing my life in order to be faithful to 
the promise I had given to my wife. I 
knew that as soon as she became aware of 
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my predicament she would hesitate at no 
step that was necessary to release me. I 
therefore only waited until she had time to 
speak. She has spoken, as I knew she 
would, and I suppose that there can be 
little doubt now of my innocence.' 

* I should Uke to know how Mr. Hewitt 
came to be your agent,' struck in Mr. Lyon, 
after a pause. 

' I became acquainted with him some 
time ago through Mackie and Milne, two 
clerks in Mr. Cargill's office. He used to 
come up to my lodgings occasionally with 
them. I was somewhat an enthusiast in 
the exercises of fencing and boxing, and 
Hewitt frequently practised foil-play with 
me. I think it was on the last occasion 
that they were up, previous to my arrest, 
that the foil was broken which has been 
used in evidence against me.' 

' Did you mention that before V queried 
Mr. Lyon. 

' Yes, I think I mentioned it to Hadden 
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when he arrested me. However, I merely 
tell you this to show you that Hewitt was 
somewhat familiarly acquainted with me, 
and I liked him very much. As soon as 
he heard of my arrest on this charge, he 
came to me and insisted that I should 
permit him to act as my agent, as a matter 
of firiendship and free of all cost. He told 
me that he had no doubt he would be able 
to pull me through ; and although at the 
time I had no thought of employing any 
agent, and did not consider it necessary, I 
consented to let him act for me/ 

* I begin to see his course quite clearly. 
You will be surprised to leam that the man 
who is suspected of being the real criminal 
is Hewitt.' 

' Impossible!' cried Tavendale, astounded. 

But Mr. Lyon speedily put him in pos- 
session of the principal facts which had 
come to light, and his amazement changed 
to conviction. 

* Then he must have taken away the 
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broken portion of the foil, which could not 
be found/ cried Tavendale. 

^It has been discovered in his office. 
Now I think we may leave you, and before 
many days have passed I think you may 
calculate upon being a free man with an 
unblemished character. You have sincere 
friends working on your behalf.' 

' I am sure of that/ said the prisoner ; 
and then, hesitatingly, he turned to the 
milUonnaire — ' And you, Mr. Cargill, are 
you satisfied ? May I hope that my offence 
to you in secretly marrying j^our daughter 
is not unpardonable T 

Mr. Cargill slowly extended his hand, 
which Tavendale clasped in his eagerly, and 
the male visitors left the cell. As they 
did so, Mr. Cargill offered his arm to his 
daughter to take her with him; but Mr. 
Lyon, with a quiet smile, took his arm and 
led him out of the cell, saying, * Your 
daughter will follow us presently." 

* Katie, you never doubted me !' cried 

46—2 
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Tavendale as soon as they were alone, scan- 
ning her features with eager delight ; * every- 
body thought me either a great fool or a great 
rascal, but I knew that you would come to 
my rescue. I knew that you would light 
up the darkness that had fallen upon me, 
and you have done it, my darling !' 

As a comment upon this she was favoured 
with an enthusiastic hug, and for several 
seconds she found it impossible to speak, 
her lips being otherwise fully occupied. At 
length, however, she did manage to obtain 
freedom enough to say reproachfully : 

* But Alick, Alick, why did you not send 
for me the instant you were placed in 
danger T 

* Well, I did send for you as soon as it 
was possible to do so.' 

* You did send — when and whom ?' — 
this with such a pretty look of alarmed 
surprise that she only narrowly escaped 
falling into the lion's clutches again. 

* Hewitt.' 



ALICK TAVEN dale's STATEMENT. 197 

* He never came to me.' 

* I sent him twice — ^the infernal scoundrel I 
— and his answer to me on both occasions 
was that you were ill, confined to your 
room, and could not be seen by anyone. I 
had told him not to give my note to anyone 
except yourself, and so his answer, whilst 
it alarmed me for your health, satisfied me 
that he had made the attempt to fulfil his 
mission.' 

* Did he return the letter to you T 

* No, he kept it to make a third attempt 
to see you; and if he failed, then he was to 
entrust it to East on.' 

* I do not believe he ever made the at- 
tempt to see me — and yet I have been ill, 
and he must have been at the house to have 
learned that---I believe he has opened the 
letter. "What did you say in it ?' 

' I only mentioned that the one difficulty 
in my case was that of proving where I 
spent the evening of the fifteenth.' 

* It was enough to make him desire to 
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l)reveiit you communicating with me, fearing 
that the proof of your innocence would en- 
danger his own safety/ 

* Well, who cares now ? I don't ; and, 
faith, as things have turned out, I am not 
sure — nay, I am quite sure, that all the 
trouble I have endured was worth the bear- 
ing, since it gives me you. Ah, my lass, I 
am a careless, stupid fellow, but I think 
there are few things the strongest or wisest 
man could bear that I would not bear for 
your sake.' 

At that point, as she saw him about to 
become gloomy and serious, with some 
vague sense of his own unworthiness of so 
much happiness, she placed her little hand 
on his mouth and stopped him, smiling : 

* They have been dark day» for all of us, 
Alick, but we are getting into the sunlight 
now.' 



CHAPTER XLVn. 

A MODEL POST-OFFICE. 

Mb. Hadden had made all his arrangements 
with that nervous promptitude which cha- 
racterized him. Although he had yielded 
80 far to his great liking for Sarah — a liking 
which had a degree of the element of love 
in it — ^to warn her that if she were not 
careful she would become the main instru- 
ment in effecting Hewitt's capture, he had 
placed his men before he had called upon 
her. 

He had one man at the bank in the garb 
of a porter, and he had another in Hill 
Street. At the latter place he had also 
left Willie, as it was the most important 
point of observation. He himself kept con- 
stantly moving between the two traps. 
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The day passed without any result. 
Hewitt had not appeared at the bank or 
Hill Street, and neither had anyone who 
could be suspected of being a messenger of 
his been seen. 

He was not at all surprised at this. He 
did not expect the capture to be an easy 
one or a speedy one. At the hour when 
the bank closed, however, he learned from 
the manager that an order written by Mr. 
Cargill for two thousand pounds had been 
cashed early in the forenoon. 

* By whom ?' cried Hadden, startled and 
confounded. 

* By Cargill and Company's cashier,' an- 
swered the manager. 

Hadden drew breath again. Clearly 
that could not be the order Hewitt held. 
The fact that the amount had been the 
same, however, rendered him somewhat 
uneasy, and he began to fear that he had 
made another blunder in not having placed 
a watch on Mr. Cargill's office. 
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Thither he hastened now, and was just 
in time to see the cashier before he left for 
the day. To his inquiry as to whether the 
order which had been drawn by Mr. Car- 
gill was in the way of business or not, he 
received the reply : 

' No, it was to meet the expenses on be- 
half of poor Tavendale.' 

* Who presented it ?' 

*Tavendale's agent, Hewitt, this morn- 
ing. He was here when I arrived, and as 
he told me that the money was wanted 
immediately, I went to the bank for it 
myself, and he waited here till I re- 
turned.' 

Hadden's jaw dropped with astonishment 
at the unexampled boldness and coolness of 
the criminal, and with chagrin at his own 
stupidity. He said nothing of that to his 
informant. As soon as he had recovered 
himself he only asked in what form the 
money had been paid. 

* By his express desire I got two hundred 
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in gold, and the rest in Bank of England 
notes of fives, tens, and twenties.' 

* Have you got the numbers V 

* Yes ; but why are you so curious about 
the matter Y 

*Give me the numbers,' said Hadden 
excitedly. * Hewitt is under suspicion, and 
we wish to trace him; the notes may 
help us.' 

His request was complied with, and he 
departed. He was enraged with himself; 
but, unfortunate as the oversight had been, 
it left one thing clear : his conclusion was 
correct that Hewitt had not left the city. 

There was no saying when he would 
start now that he had got the money. 
So Hadden despatched a man to Edin- 
burgh with a copy of the numbers of the 
notes, and a brief report of what had 
happened, to Mactier. Then he placed 
men at every railway station, at every 
wharf, and along every omnibus route. 
He was certain that Hewitt would rather 
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entrust himself to a public conveyance 
than to a private one. Nevertheless, he 
caused every posting-house in the city to 
be visited, and the proprietors warned to 
send instant notice to the police in the 
event of any gentleman without companions 
desiring to hire a conveyance. 

* Now/ he muttered, * there is only one 
chance left for him, and that is to get clear 
of .the city on foot/ 

He reUeved the man who had been 
placed at Hill Street, and left two in his 
stead, who were not to lose sight of the 
door of Sarah Burnett's house during the 
whole night. 

It was after midnight before he withdrew 
himself, and he was up next morning by 
daybreak. He had told his men to send 
for him the moment anything suspicious 
occurred, or any suspicious person was 
observed. But he was not disturbed on 
this account. 

The same vigilant watch was preserved 
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all that day and the ensuing night. Still 
without result. The only persons who 
called at Hill Street during the day were 
the milkman, the grocer, the collector of 
water-rate, and the undertaker with three 
of his men who brought the coffin for Mrs. 
Burnett. There could be no particular 
suspicion attached to any of them. 

On the third morning Hadden met the 
postman about a hundred yards from the 
house in Hill Street. He stopped the man, 
as he had done several times already. 

*Any letters for Miss Burnett this 
morning ?' 

* Yes, one.' 

' Show it me.' 

The man had been made aware of his 
authority, and therefore did not hesitate to 
show him the letter. 

It was addressed in a round open pen- 
manship, with various wavering lines, 
several of which had been retouched to 
complete the form of the letters. This 
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labour displayed the eflfort on the part of 
the writer to disguise the real character of 
his penmanship. But in spite of the dis- 
guise — or rather in consequence of it — the 
detective identified the caligraphy as that 
of Hewitt, The post-mark was Edin- 
burgh ; the date that of the day previous, 
showing when and where it had been 
posted. 

Hadden returned the letter to the post- 
man, and as the latter proceeded to deliver 
it, the baffled detective clasped his hands 
on his staff behind him, and moved slowly 
and meditatively up the street. 

The evidence before him now seemed 
to indicate clearly that spite of all his 
efforts the fugitive had eluded him, and 
was now either in the hands of Mactier or 
across the Channel. He was utterly per- 
plexed ; all his vigilance had been so far in 
vain, and apparently there was nothing for 
him to do but to start at once for the 
capital and take up the track there. 
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And yet he hesitated. At the comer of 
St. George's Boad he came to an abrupt 
halt. He struck his staff upon the pave- 
ment with so much vehemence that two or 
three passengers paused to stare at him. 
He wheeled about, and slowly retraced his 
steps. 

' No/ he muttered ; ' I'll stay where I 
am^ He had no intention of going to 
Edinburgh, or he would never have told 
Nicol Ogg that he was going there. This 
letter is another ruse to mislead us. On 
the day he got the money he sent that 
letter to some friend in Edinburgh who has 
posted it for him. There has been plenty 
of time for that trick to have been played. 
He is here yet, waiting till we are thrown 
off the scent, and then he will have a clear 
course to get away in the opposite direc- 
tion.' 

A few steps forward and he halted 
again. 

* There is one means of proving whether 
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or not he told Ogg the trath. If that draft 
he gave him was a forgery he would have 
as much reason for misleading him as to 
his whereabouts as us.' 

He made another journey to Mr. Car- 
gill's office, and there learned that a draft 
exactly similar to the one which had been 
cashed for Hewitt had been presented at 
the bank by one Nicol Ogg, and discovered 
to be a forgery. 

Hadden returned to his post in Hill 
Street satisfied. 

He found one of his scouts waiting for 
him with the information that from all 
quarters reports had been brought in that 
nothing had been seen of their prey. Every 
hotel and tavern, every lodging-house, 
from the most respectable down to the 
most disreputable in the town, had been 
searched without reveahng the remotest 
trace. 

Hadden told his satellite to keep all the 
men at their posts, and to repeat the hunt 
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through the lodging-houses later in the 
evening. 

Hadden had been for some time aware 
that Hewitt calculated the effect of every 
step he took with geometrical precision, and 
he now began to realize the principle upon 
which he made these calculations. 

His system was simply to do whatever 
seemed too bold and too certain to result in 
detection for any man in his position to do. 
He knew that his pursuers were accustomed 
to work in particular grooves ; that they 
calculated — ^ninety-nine times out of a hun- 
dred, perhaps, correctly — that what one 
rascal had done before, the next would repeat. 
Hewitt was the hundredth rascal, however, 
and whatever seemed the most improbable 
for him to do under the circumstances was 
just the course he adopted. 

* That's his system,' ejaculated Hadden 
to himself fretfully ; ' and at this moment 
there is not the least doubt he is laughing 
in his sleeve at us in some hiding-place 
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under our noses ; and just because it is 
under our noses we can't see it. Where is 
the most unlikely of all places that he might 
be ? — that is the question. K I could 
answer that, I could lay my hands upon him 
in half an hour.' 

As, however, he could not answer that 
important question, although he cudgelled 
his brains all day to find it, he was obliged 
to wait till some lucky event suggested it to 
him ; and he devoted himself to a close 
observance of what were apparently the most 
commonplace circumstances, and of the most 
ordinary people. 

About dusk he went home for dinner ; he 
had been too much occupied during the day 
to think of it earlier. He had scarcely sat 
down to it when Willie rushed into the 
apartment. 

Hadden jumped up. 

' There's somebody come out of the 
house V cried the lad. 

* Who— who ?' 
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* A woman, a' in black, and a veil over 
her face. I think it's hersel'/ 

By * hersel' ' he meant Miss Burnett, 
Hadden seized his hat and staff and harried 
out with Willie, who led him in the direction 
in which he had seen the lady walk — namely, 
along Sauchiehall Street. 

She had been walking very slowly, and 
the pursuers soon had her in view. 

Hadden experienced many twinges of 
conscience in playing the spy upon Sarah ; 
but he compressed his lips and tried to 
soothe himself by the reflection that if she 
were to be the instrument of justice she 
made herself so in spite of his warning. 
That being so, he must curb whatever com- 
punctions he might feel for her sake, and 
do his duty for Alick Tavendale's sake, 

Sarah seemed to be altogether unconscious 
that her movements were observed. She 
halted at two or three shops and gazed for 
a few moments at the windows, when it was 
possible that she might, by a side-glance. 
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have scanned the route she had traversed ; 
but otherwise she did not turn her head, or 
show any anxiety as to the possibility of 
being followed. 

She turned up St. George's Eoad, and, 
still walking very slowly, proceeded to the 

# 

Oowcaddens. It might be that she had no 
object in view ; that she was merely taking 
a walk, which would account for the round- 
about route she followed, and for her lei- 
surely pace. 

Hadden fervently prayed that it might be 
so, for he would rather have endured a 
thousand times more annoyance in the 
pursuit of Hewitt than he had done, or was 
likely to do, than arrest him by means of 
her. But his wish was denied him, for when 
she got into the Oowcaddens it became evi- 
dent that she had a motive for this stroll in 
the gloaming. Instead of turning toward 
home she moved in the direction of Port- 
Dundas. That, of all places, Hadden thought 
she would have avoided. 

47-2 
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Worse and worse, she seemed to be steadily 
moving in the direction of the late Jean 
Gorbal's house. The unhappy detective, 
whose affection pulled him one way and 
whose duty pulled him another, was relieved 
when she altered her course, by suddenly 
branching off to the right up a narrow 
lane. 

The daylight was rapidly fading, and in 
this lane, with its dingy little houses, it 
became difficult to keep her in sight without 
approaching her too closely. Here Sarah 
quickened her pace for the first time, as if 
she were near the end of some unpleasant 
journey, and eager to get it over. 

Near the head of the lane, where it was 
crossed by a street running at right angles 
up to the canal and down to the main 
thoroughfare, she suddenly disappeared. 

Willie ran forward to the place where they 
had lost sight of her. He found himself 
opposite a weaver's shop, from which pro- 
ceeded the din of busy shuttles ; beside the 
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weaver's door was a low dark close. Above 
the mouth of the close was a small sign- 
board, about three feet long and two feet 
broad, bearing the inscription, 

John Waddell, Boot and Shoe Maker, 
Repairs Neatly Executed. 

The bottom of this signboard was close to 
the wall, whilst the top projected about four 
inches. The shoemaker's window was im- 
mediately above, and amidst the din of the 
shuttles was heard the clatter of his hammer 
on the lapstone. 

As Willie approached the close he ob- 
served in the dim light of the place a white 
hand thrust out to the comer of the sign- 
board. It rested there a moment, and then 
withdrew quickly. 

Willie darted into the weaver's doorway, 
and straightened himself against the wall. 

Sarah Burnett passed out of the close, 
proceeded in the direction of the cross 
street, and disappeared round the comer. 
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When Willie had assured himself of that, 
he ran back to Mr. Hadden and brought 
him to the place. 

The detective, with a stifling sensation in 
his throat, put up his hand to the comer of 
the signboard, and between it and the wall felt 
a paper. Once more for her sake he hesi- 
tated to draw down what he knew must be 
a letter to Hewitt ; and again for Tavendale's 
sake he forced himself to the task. He drew 
out the letter from this strange post-office* 
There was no address on the envelope, which 
was only closed with gum. The detective 
wetted with his tongue the gummed edges> 
and speedily succeeded in opening it without 
tearing the paper. 

He left Willie standing at the close while 
he walked on to the nearest street lamp. 
There he succeeded in deciphering the 
contents of the fatal missive. They were 
very brief, without address or date of any 
kind : 

* The house is still watched. Your trick 
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has apparently failed to deceive the person 
whom you most wish out of the way. He 
seems to understand your purpose in lurk- 
ing here. Change your plan and escape to- 
night. Let me know when you are safe.' 

Hadden, with trembling hands, refolded 
the letter, replaced it in the envelope, and 
fastened it. Then he returned to the shoe- 
maker's sign, and put the letter back where 
he found it. Nobody had been there 
during his absence. 

By what means this plan of communica- 
tion had been arranged he could not guess, 
but its cunning made him almost regret 
that such a clever fellow as Hewitt was 
doomed to be hanged. 

Now, where was his hiding-place ? 
Somewhere near, because he must come for 
this letter, and he would not unnecessarily 
expose himself by too long a journey. The 
area of speculation was now limited, but 
still the answer was difficult to find. 

Hadden passed through the close, taking 
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Willie with him, and seated himself on the 
outside stair which led up to the dwelling 
of the shoemaker whose sign had been 
forced into such singular service. 

Hadden remained upon the watch whilst 
he despatiehed Willie to bring Inspector 
Speirs and half a dozen men. It should 
not be for want of force that the culprit 
escaped this time. 

The lad was absent for more than three 
or four hours, and during that period nobody 
called at the post-ofl&ce of which the 
detective was the guardian. Waiting alone 
in the darkness, his mind was busy with the 
problem as to the hiding-place. Suddenly 
he bounded to his feet with a smothered 
ejaculation of mingled triumph and horror. 

* Thunder ! — heavens above ! it cannot 
be possible ! Yet it's just the place that 
he would go to — he has courage for any- 
thing — and it's just the place where nobody 
would ever suspect him of being. Hewitt's 
hiding-place is in Jean Gorbal's house.' 
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The house of the nnfortnnate woman was 
near this place where Hewitt had to call for 
his letters ; it was locked up and the keys 
in custody, which circumstance, combined 
with the fact of the crime having been 
perpetrated there, would promise him 
almost perfect immunity from discovery. 
As to getting in, he would have no 
difficulty in forcing an entrance, and no 
mere superstitious qualms of conscience 
would be strong enough to prevent him 
from availing himself of such advantages. 

Improbable as the theory seemed, it was 
worth putting to the test. 



CHAPTER XLVm. 

FIGHTING IT OUT. 

It was nearly . nine o'clock when Willie 
rejoined his chief. He brought with him 
Inspector Speirs and six men. The in- 
spector had been out seeing that the de- 
tectives were at their respective posts, and 
Willie had been obliged to seek him nearly 
all over the town. That was the cause of 
the delay. 

The moment Hadden saw Spieirs he 
rushed towards him excitedly. 

* Where are the keys of Jean Gorbal's 
house ?' he cried. 

*At the station-house — what do you 
want with them ?' exclaimed the inspector, 
amazed by the manner of the demand as 
well as the nature of it. 
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* Our man is there — ^in that house* 
Send one of the men for the keys, and 
tell him to follow us to the house/ 

The inspector stared at him as if he 
thought that his senses had fairly for- 
saken him; but presently he obeyed his 
command, and prepared himself to ac- 
company Hadden. The latter had already 
told the men to separate, and meet at 
the house at which the mtrder had been 
perpetrated with as much speed as possible. 
He bade Willie run on before. 

Speirs took his arm and walked with 
him down the lane. 

One by one the men arrived. Hadden 
sent two of them round to the back of 
the house, placed two more at the win- 
dows, and reserved the others for the 
door. 

He crept to the door himself first; he 
peered through the keyhole, but discovered 
no gleam of light within. Next, he listened 
breathlessly, straining his sense of hear- 
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ing till the tympanum of his ear seemed 
about to crack. 

He withdrew suddenly and rejoined 
Speirs, who, by the help of a lamp close 
by, was enabled to see that his features 
were quivering with excitement. 

*He's there/ he gasped; *he's there. 
We have him at last. Where are the 
keys r 

* What !' ejaculated the inspector, 
* hiding where he murdered the woman !' 

Hadden clapped his hand on the man's 
mouth. 

* Thunder !' he growled in a suppressed 
tone ; * will you hold your noise ? — he'll 
hear you.' 

Speirs now became satisfied that there 
was some meaning in the detective's mad 
notion. He crept to the door himself, 
listened, and came away convinced. 

The man arrived with the keys, and 
Hadden snatched them from him. 

* Now,' he said, * get your batons ready, 
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for you'll need them. Keep your eyes open, 
for if he once hreaks through us he'll 
give us the slip in the darkness. Eiiock 
him down at the first rush he makes.' 

With the men close behind him, their 
teeth clenched for a sharp tussle, he again 
advanced to the door. As stealthily as 
possible he placed the key in the lock, 
turned it, and pushed with all his might. 
But the door did not move. 
' He has it barricaded,' growled Hadden 
furiously. ' Look to the windows I One of 
you run to the smith's shop and get 
hammers. Bring the smith with you.' 

His rapid directions were as rapidly 
obeyed ; and in the meanwhile, waiting 
the arrival of the smith, he knocked 
authoritatively on the door. 

* Laurence Hewitt, in the name of the 
law, I charge you open !' he said loudly. 

There was no response. The summons 
was repeated twice without eflfect. 

' Yield yourself prisoner,' cried Hadden 
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again ; ' escape is impossible ; the house is 
surrounded, and in five minutes we will 
be upon you in spite of your barricade. 
Do you hear, man ? It is madness to 
attempt resistance.' 

There was no answer to this either for 
several minutes, and by that time the 
smith had arrived with a couple of sledge- 
hammers. 

Dark as it was, a crowd was beginning 
to gather with that mysterious rapidity 
with which crowds grow at any scene of 
excitement, however out of the way. 

Speirs seized one of the hammers and 
struck the first blow with a vigorous hand. 
As the sound of the blow rang through the 
house with a dismal sound, there was a 
movement heard within, as if a table had 
been upset on the floor. 

Then a voice was heard, resolute and 
fierce, that awed the people around into 
breathless silence, coming as it did in the 
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darkness from a place of such ghastly 
associations. 

' Stop, Hadden/ cried the voice, * and 
listen to me. You have run me to bay 
once more ; but if you or those with you 
care for life, you will stop where you are. 
I know that my capture means death, and 
I prefer to die before being captured. I 
tell you and those with you I hold six 
of your lives in my hand, and I will take 
them pitilessly if you persist in attacking 
me. Every blow you strike at that door 
is the death-knell of one of you.' 

* Do you submit ?' shouted Hadden. 

' Do you desist ?' retorted Hewitt quite 
coolly, and there was the sharp click as of 
the raising of a pistol-hammer. 

* We must do our duty/ 

' Do it then^ and take the consequences. 
I have warned you.' 

* Strike T shouted Hadden ; * down with 
the door!' 
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The men hesitated, however, and the 
blacksmith flung down his hammer. 

* You can do as you like yersel', but I'm 
no gaun to meddle wi' that chap, onyway,' 
he said, as he drew back among the gaping 
crowd. 

Hadden snatched up the hammer the 
man had dropped, and attacked "the door, 
shouting as he did so : 

* Strike, Speirs, if you've got the pluck 
of a sparrow V 

The crowd raised a shout of encourage- 
ment and admiration, and the inspector, 
who was no coward, although he had 
hesitated at the threat of the desperate 
man within, was incited by his comrade's 
example, and joined with a will in batter- 
ing down the door. The timbers soon 
began to crack and give way. Eut as the 
upper half of the door was knocked in a 
volume of smoke rushed out, blinding the 
assailants and driving them back. 

Another shout rose from the crowd; 
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this time one of appalled amazement ; and 
the cry ran from lip to lip : 

* He has set the house on fire — he wants 
to bum himself!' 

'Not he/ gasped Hadden, recovering; 
* I know him better ; he wants to throw 
ns into confusion, and so escape. To it 
again, Speirs, and well have him yet !' 

As they made the second attack upon 
the door, they were met by the fierce 
flames which had seized the wood-work 
surrounding it, and the chairs and tables 
barricading it. The fire, whilst it spared 
them half their work, also served to keep 
them at bay. The wood was dry and old, 
and the flame, once seizing it, spread with 
terrible rapidity under the influence of a 
sharp wind that was blowing. Half a dozen 
men ran for the fire-engines, and during 
their absence Hadden and Speirs were 
obliged to give up the attempt of entering 
the house. Fierce tongues of flame now 
shot out at the windows and the four 
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comers of the building, illuming the excited 
faces of the crowd with a lurid glare, whilst 
dense volumes of smoke were occasionally 
swept into their eyes by the wind, driving 
them backward, 

Hadden moved round about the place 
with nervous agitation, muttering to him- 
self; watching every corner, and giving 
wild commands which nobody would obey. 

Of a sudden there rose a shout from the 
back of the house, which startled the crowd 
and caused a sudden rush in the direction 
indicated. 

'He's on the roof!' was the cry. All 
■eyes were strained in that direction, and as 
the smoke and flames were occasionally 
cleared away by the gusts of wind, the 
figure of a man became visible on the roof. 
He seemed about to leap into the midst of 
the crowd, and then, observing that all eyes 
were turned towards him, he drew back. A 
cloud of smoke rose and enveloped him, 
hiding him from sight. 
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Then there was a loud rumbling crash, as 
the roof of the slim building fell in. 

' He's killed ! ' was the exclamation which 
now swelled up from the crowd. 

By this time one of the fire-engines had 
arrived, and began to play on that part of 
the house where the man was supposed to 
have fallen, which was toward the back. 

'We must have him alive at any 
cost,' cried Hadden, running round to the 
back. 

When he got into the little yard he saw 
the men he had placed there dragging some- 
thing away from the burning house. The 
something was Hewitt ; his head severely 
bruised, his clothes torn and scorched. 
In his hand he still clutched the revolver 
with which he had intended to clear his way 
through the midst of his assailants. Butiie 
now lay insensible and motionless as death, 
his visage livid and distorted by an ex- 
pression of demoniac rage and despair. 

The constables explained how it had 

48—2 
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happened. He had ascended to the roof by 
means of a small skylight, intending no 
doubt to leap down under cover of the smoke, 
and to make his escape in the confusion 
caused by the fire. Observing the men on 
guard at the back, he had rushed toward the 
front of the building, trusting to the height 
of the excitement there attracting all eyes 
to the door. 

But the watchers behind having raised 
the shout of alarm, Hewitt became aware 
that he was seen, and besides, the flames at 
the front helped to drive him back. There- 
upon he turned and made a spring towards 
the men in the yard. At that instant the 
roof gave way, breaking the force of his 
spring, and he fell head foremost at the feet 
of the men whom he had been about to 
aDxacK. 

Hadden had him conveyed into a neigh- 
bouring house, whilst he despatched mes- 
sengers in search of a doctor, anxious that 
everything might be done to restore him 
sufficiently to obtain from him a confession. 
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A medical gentleman arrived, and, after 
examining the wounded man, ordered him 
to be removed to the infirmary. 

All that night Hewitt lay in a comatose 
state, breathing slowly and heavily. Hadden 
remained by his side, steadfastly watching 
for the first signs of returning consciousness. 
But he neither moved nor spoke ; his eye- 
lids, partly open, disclosed the orbs within, 
dull, glazed, and bloodshot, ghastly in the 
traces they bore of the passions which had 
swelled within him at the moment he had 
been stricken down. Towards morning he 
began to move slightly, and to utter low 
feeble moans at long intervals. Later these 
symptoms of returning consciousness became 
more frequent, and the eyelids closed, as if 
the morning light pained his eyes. 

Hadden now sent Speirs, who was in 
attendance, for Mr. Lyon, and resumed his 
eager watch. About noon Hewitt's eyes 
slowly opened, wandered round the ward, 
and rested upon Hadden with a strange 
inquiring gaze, in which memory seemed to 
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be slowly dawning. Then his visage became 
flushed, and his right hand feebly searched 
about as if to clutch something. 

* Curse you ! ' he groaned, with helpless 
rage. * Keep back — it is a desperateVman 
you have to deal with, and I will fight for 
liberty to the death ! ' 

He seemed to have taken up the thread 
of his life at the point where it had been 
interrupted. For the moment he still 
imagined himself to be on the roof of Jean 
Gorbal's burning house, attempting to escape 
his pursuers. His hand had moved in search 
of the revolver, and not finding it, he made 
a desperate effort to rise. But the mere 
effort utterly exhausted him, and again he 
lay motionless, groaning. 

In this state he remained for nearly an 
hour, and by that time Mr. Lyon had 
arrived. An attempt was made to obtain 
from the man, who had now evidently so 
short a time to live, a confession of his 
crime ; but all the eflfbrts of Hadden and Mr. 
Lyon produced no other eflfect than to cause 
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Hewitt's eyes to open and to glare upon 
them with a venomous light. 

Every means of persuasion were adopted 
without effect ; he would tell them nothing. 
At length Hadden abruptly begged Lyon to 
remain there till he returned, and hurried 
out of the place. 

In half an hour he came back, bringing 
with him a lady dressed in black and closely 
veiled. 

It was Sarah Burnett. She stood a 
moment at the foot of the patient's bed, 
gazing upon him without any outward 
sign of emotion. Then with a slow steady 
step she advanced to his head, and, bending 
over him, touched his hand with her own. 
Her voice trembled as she spoke low and 
pleadingly : 

* Laurence, look up ; it is I who am here.' 
The man opened his eyes as she raised 

her veil, disclosing her face with its marks 
of the cruel anguish she had endured and 
was enduring. 

* You too,' he gasped feebly, trying to 
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clasp her hand; 'but they cannot touch 
you — they shall not touch you, for you had 
no hand in it/ 

It was the one .gleam of generosity which 
his callous nature had displayed. 

* Will you tell them all, for my sake ?' 
There was a long pause before he made 

answer. Then — 

* Yes, I will do it for your sake. It is 
the only kindness I have ever done you, and 
it will be the last/ 

Hadden was prepared with everything 
necessary for the occasion. A table was 
drawn close to the bed, so that the lowest 
tones might be heard, and writing materials 
were ready. He instantly seated himself 
and motioned to Mr. Lyon to proceed. 

Partly in answer to the questions of the 
magistrate, and partly following out the 
train of his own thoughts, Hewitt made 
his statement. He spoke slowly and pain- 
fully, frequently requiring to pause in order 
to recover strength for utterance, and to 
collect the threads of his weakened memory. 
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recapitulating much with which the reader 
is already acquainted, and which, therefore, 
we shall not repeat. 

* I found Jean Gorbal greedy and pliable 
to any extent under the promise of money 
and the influence of drink. She agreed to 
join me in a conspiracy to show that Sarah 
Burnett was the legitimate daughter of 
Cargill. But although she was pliant, I 
did not think she could be trusted. She 
would not part with the letters on any con- 
sideration. She consented to the conspiracy, 
however. I brought her to my office while 
Sarah was there, and managed to give her 
conversation a colour which caused Sarah 
to believe that the discovery she had made 
was correct in every detail. Having suc- 
ceeded in making her unconsciously my 
accomplice, I sent her away. I would not 
trust even her with the truth, chiefly be- 
cause I did not think she would consent to 
my desperate project. I visited Jean 
Gorbal several times, endeavouring to per- 
suade her to destroy the letters. She still 
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refused, and I saw that the last resource 
must be adopted. I made my arrange- 
ments accordingly. On the evening I had 
fixed for the work I went to the theatre 
with two friends named Mackie and Milne. 
I caused them to drink a good deal, so as 
to confuse their ideas of time and circum- 
stances. During the play I slipped away 
from them, and went to Jean Gorbal's 
house. I was careful to assure myself that 
my movements were not observed. I got 
in by the back-door. She was preparing 
for bed, and was surprised to see me, but 
she was not at all displeased, for I had 
managed to make her regard me as a jovial 
companion. She insisted on preparing 
supper for me, and whilst she was doing so 
I again endeavoured to persuade her to 
destroy the letters. She refused, and, 
whilst her back was turned towards me, I 
struck her down with the broken foil. Then 
I took the light and searched for the place 
where she kept the documents, found them, 
and burned them. I took away some little 
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things in a cloth^ in order to suggest that 
the motive of the crime had been robbery. 
I threw the things into the canal, where 
they were found by the police. I had 
another calculation, which has been verified. 
In the event of the first motive I suggested 
failing, another motive would appear when 
Sarah Burnett's claim was made known, 
and the guilt would be attributed to Cargill's 
instrumentality. With that object in view, 
I caused Sarah to tell her story to Hadden, 
I knowing him to be a detective, and pre- 
suming that he and others would follow the 
tracks I had laid down for them. When 
Tavendale was arrested I was sorry for him, 
and meant to save him if it was possible 
to do so without endangering myself. On 
that account, and in order to place myself 
in a position to have the earliest knowledge 
of every winding of the evidence, I became 
his agent. Everything went as I had cal- 
culated until the day of the precognition of 
witnesses, when Hadden suddenly changed 
his tactics and his whole view of the case. 
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Speirs, the inspector, incidentally made me 
aware of the change before I left the Sheriffs 
chambers; and a visit he paid me soon 
afterwards convinced me that he was now 
by some strange accident on the right 
track. I watched his every movement, and 
when he went to Mr, Lyon's for the warrant 
to arrest me, I followed him, was under- 
neath the window of the library, and heard 
enough of what passed to satisfy me that 
my only chance was in flight. The pursuit 
was hotter than I anticipated, but I deter- 
mined to baffle it. I endeavoured to lead 
the officers off the scent by making them 
believe that I had gone to Edinburgh, and 
until the course was clear I decided to hide 
in Jean Gorbal's house. I believed that 
even Hadden would never suspect me of 
being there. My trick did not succeed with 
him, and my departure was delayed in con- 
sequence of his watchfulness; but I had 
made up my mind to attempt to get away 
last night, when my retreat was discovered. 
When I found the house surrounded, my 
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last hope was to set it on fire, and to 
escape in the excitement, or die, I failed 
in the first object ; I have won the second/ 
The statement had been carefully written 
down by Hadden ; it was now read over to 
the dying man; he merely acknowledged 
that it was correct, and signed it. As the 
signatures of the witnesses were being 
appended he made another effort to speak. 

* Is that enough to satisfy you that she 
is blameless T 

* We are satisfied,' said Mr. Lyon 
gravely. 

A bitter smile quivered upon Hewitt's 
features, and then, his strength being 
utterly exhausted by the strain made upon 
it, he sank back in a state of coma. 

Sarah had remained motionless by his 
side whilst he had been speaking, and now 
she dropped upon her knees by the bed, 
hiding her face among the clothes. Had- 
den gently raised her up and led her 
unresistingly from the place. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 
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Two days after making his confession 
Laurence Hewitt died, and there was only 
one person who experienced a degree of 
regret for his wasted life. 

On the same day the remains of Mrs. 
Burnett were interred. After the funeral 
Mr, Hadden stood with Sarah in the par- 
lour. She had been told of Hewitt's death, 
and she had said nothing. She looked 
now an aged woman, with the pitiably 
calm expression of utter hopelessness on 
her face. 

* You will forget him,' said Mr. Hadden 
tenderly, taking her hand, 

* Yes, when I can forget my own misery,* 
she answered dreamily. 
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* But you will forget that too. There is 
a future for everybody, and I say you have 
djone enough to atone for whatever harm 
you were betrayed into perpetrating. You 
got Hewitt to confess when nobody else 
could ; and you have given Miss Cargill 
your own statement of the case, which 
materially helps the other testimony in 
proving Tavendale to be blameless. At the 
same time it shows that you, my poor 
lass, have had no real share in the guilt. 
You have nothing to reproach yourself with 
now.' 

* Does my father think so ?' she said 
bitterly. 

*Mr. Cargill is a stern man, but he 
acknowledges your innocence so far as to 
make you a handsome allowance, which 
will enable you to live comfortably and 
happily.' 

* And he forbids me to approach him 
again, or to communicate with his daugh- 
ter ?' 
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^ But you forget she refuses to consent to 
that. She will not forsake you, and there 
is somebody else who has been true to you 
through all this/ 

She laid her hand in his. 

* You have been very good to me, Mr, 
Hadden, and I can never repay you/ 

* Yes, you can, if you will only make 
yourself happy, Mr. Cargill won't have 
you for a daughter ; well, who cares ? 
I'll have you for a daughter. Thunder! 
Sarah, if you'll agree, I'll have you for a 
wife !' 

She was startled by the abrupt pro- 
posal, 

* Mr, Hadden !' she exclaimed, and he 
interrupted her, 

* There, don't answer me just now ; I'm 
serious. I have been thinking about it for 
the last two days, and it is the best way I 
can see of making you comfortable. You 
will change your name ; we'll go and live 
somewhere in England, and you will soon 
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forget, as other people will forget, the mis- 
fortunes which have given me the chance of 
a happiness I would have been afraid to 
dream about before.' 

Mr. Lyon speedily obtained Tavendale's 
release, and three weeks afterwards a mar- 
riage ceremony was performed at Mavisbank 
House, Alexander Tavendale was the 
bridegroom, and Catherine Cargill the bride. 
There were few guests at the wedding, and 
those few, if they had not known some- 
thing of the unhappy circumstances that 
had recently occurred, would scarcely 
have detected any signs of them in the 
glad faces of the millionnaire's daughter and 
her husband. 

The newly married pair started on a tour 
for a couple of months, and on their return 
Mr. Tavendale was to take his place as 
the acting partner of Messrs, Cargill and 
Company. 

The change which had been wrought in 
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Mr. Cargill took the form of excessive 
reserve and dislike to society of any kind. 
He rarely quitted the grounds of Mavisbank^ 
and still more rarely ventured into the city. 
Mr. Lyon's representation of Sarah's con- 
duct softened him towards her, although at 
first it failed to make him revoke his de- 
cision not to see her again. 

When Katie told him that Sarah had 
married Mr. Hadden and had removed to 
England, he frowned a little, and then said 
he was glad of it. If he had known the 
man better, his pleasure would have been 
more genuine. 



THE END. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7l. 6d. 

Bardsley (Rev. C.W.),Works by : 

EngllehSumamee: Their Sources and 
Significatioos. Third Bd., revised. 
Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. T Preparing, 

Curfoeltiee of Puritan Nomenola- 
ture. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

Bartholomew Fair, Memoirs 

of. By HsMRT MoRLXY. \^th zoo 
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7i. W^ 

Basil, Novels by: 

A Drawn Game. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 

The Wearing of the Green. Three 

Vols., crown 8vo. [Shortly, 

Beaconsfl6ld, Lord : A Biogra« 

phy. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Sixth 
Bcut., New Preface. Cr.8vo, cl.ex.7i.6d. 

Beauchamp. — Qrantley 

Grange: A Kovel. .By Shblslbt 
Beauchamp. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2m, 

Beautiful Pictures by British 

Artleta: A Gathering of Favouritet 
from our Picture Galleries. In Two 
Series. All engraved on Steel in the 
highest style of Art Edited, with 
Notices of the Artists, by Sydnbt 
AxyYTAOx, M.A. Imperial 4to, cloth 
exira, gilt and tf t edges, 21g. per Vol. 

Beohsteln. — As Pretty as 

Seven, and other Gennan Stories. 
Collected by Luowio Bbohstxik. 
WiOi Additional Tales by the Brothers 
GuMM, Mid 100 Illusts. by Richtbr. 
Sn^^ .4tp,^ green and gold, Si, 6d.; 
gUt edges, 7f. 6d. 



Beerbohm. — Wanderings In 

Patagonia; or. Life among the Ostrich 
Hunters. By Julius Bbxrborm. With 
Illusts. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, Ss. ML 

Belgravia for 1885. One 

Shilling Monthly. A Strange Voyage, 
by W. Clark Russell, will be begun 
. In the January Number and continued 
thron^out the year. This Number 
will contain also the Opening Chaptere 
of a New Story by Cbcil Powbr, Au- 
thor of '* Philistia," entitled Babylon, 
and Illustrated by P. MacNab. 

%* New teady, the Volume for Jvi,r to 
Octobbr i88a, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
71. 6d.; Cases for binding Vols., 2l. each, 

Belgravia Annual. With Stories 
by P. W. Robinson, T. Arbuthnot 
WILSON, Justin H. McCartht, B. 
MoNTOOMBRix Rankinq, Bud othcrsir 
Demy 8vo, with Illusts., Is. [Preparing, 

Bennett (W.C.,LL.D.),Works by: 

A Ballad HIetory of England. Post 

8vo, cloth limp, St. 
Songa foF Sallora. Post tvo, cloth 

limp, 9», 

Besant (Walter) and James 

RIoe. Novelt by. Post Sto, Olust 

boards, 28. each; cloth limp, 8i.6d. 

each ; or crown 8vo, doth extra, 

88. 6a. each. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
Thie Son of Vuloan. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lueraft 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella'e Art>our. 
The Monke of Thefema. 
Twae In TrafWgar'e Bay. 
Th4 Seamy Side. 
The Ten Yeare* Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. • 

Besant (Walter), Novels by: 

All Sorte and Condltlona of Men: 
An Impossible Story. With Illustra- 
tions Sy PRBD. Barnard. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. ; post Sto, 
illust. boards, S8. ; cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

The Captalne' Room, Ao. With 
Frontispiece by B. J. Wrbblbr. 
Crown Svo, doth eztra^ S8. 6d. ; poet 
8vo, illust. bds., 88. ; cl. limp, 2b. 6d. 

All In a Garden Fair. With 6 Illnsts. 
by H. FuRNisB. New and Cheaper 
edition. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, Ss. Sd. 

Dorothy Forator. New and Cheaper 
Edition. With Illustrations by Ca. 
Grbbn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
S8.6d. {Prepanmg. 

The Art of Fletlon. Demy 8ve,ls. 
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JBettiaiTi-Edwards (M.), Novels 

by. Crown 8to, elom extra, 81. 6d. 
• eaolLi pott 8vobiUiistbdt.,2i. each. 
FeitoUL I Kitty. 

Bewlok (Thos.) and his Pupils. 

ByAuiTixDoBSoii. With 9s lUastra- 
tioot. Square 8vo, cloth ettra,10i.6d. 

Birthday Books:—. 

The Starry Heaventi A Poetical 
Birthdajr Book. Square 8vo, liand- 
somety boond in doth, Si. 6d. 

Birthday Flowere: Their Language 
and Legends. B7 W. J. GoaooN, 
Beautifully Illustrated in Colours by 
Viola Bouohtom. In illuminated 
cover, crown 4to, 61. 

The Lowell Birthday Book. With 
lUoaia., small Bvo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Hand- 

booke. Demy 8vo, Illustrated, mil- 
form in sise for binding: 

Academy Notea, separate years, from 
1876 to 1883, each If. 

Academy Notes, 1884. With 151 Illna- 
tradons. Is. 

Academy Notee, 1876-79. Complete 
in One Vol.,with nearly 600 Ulusts. in 
Facsimile. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 61. 

Academy Notes, 1880-84. Complete 
in One Volume, with about 700 Fac- 
simile Illustrations. Cloth limp, 61. 

Qroevenop Notee, 1877. 6A. 
. Qroevenor Notes, separate years, from 

1878 to 1883, each Is. 
Qroavenor Notes, 1884. With 78 

Illnstradoas. Is. 
Qpo^yenop Notee. 1877-82. With 

upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 

8vo, cloth limp, 6b. 

Pictures at South Kenelngton. With 
70 Illustrations. Is. 

The Englleh Pictureeat the National 
Qallepy. 1x4 Illustrations. Is. 

The Old Mastere at the National 
Gallery. za8 Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

A Complete llluetpated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery. With 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 849 
Illttsts. Demy 8yo^ cloth bmp, Ss. 

Uluetrated Catalogue of the Luxem- 
bourg Gallery. Containing about 
S50 Reproductions after the Original 
Drawings of the Artists.. Edited by 
F.G.Dumas. Demy 8vo, 88. 6d. 

The Parle Salon, 1 884. With over 300 
lllusts. Edited by F. G. Dumas. 
Demy 8to, 88. 



AtT Handbooks, continued^ 

The Art Annual, 1883-^ Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. With 300 full-page 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 6s. 

Boocacclo's Decameron ; or. 

Ten Days' Entertainment. Translated 
Into English, with an Introduction by 
Thomas WaioHT, F.S.A. With Portrait, 
and Stothard's beantiiul Copper- 
plates. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Blake (William): Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B. Scott With 
descriptive Test. Folio, hafit -bound 
boards, India Proofs, 21s. 

Bowers'(G.) Hunting Sketches: 

Cantere In Crampshlre. Oblong 410, 
half-bound boards, 21s. 

Leavee from a Hunting Journal. 
Coloured in facsimile of the originals. 
Oblong 4to, half-bound, 21s. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by : 

Camp Notee: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
8s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Savage Llfsl Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Brand's Observations on Pop- 
ular Antlqultlee, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vulvar Customs, 
Ceremomes, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Hbnry Ellis. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 
numerous Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Bret Harte, Works by: 

Bret Harte'e Collected Works. Ar^ 
ranged and Revised by the Author.. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. each. 

VoU I. COMPLSTX FOBTXCAL AND 

Dramatic Works. With Steel Por- 
trait, and Introduction by Author. 

Vol. II. Earlibr Papers— Luck op 
Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 
-^Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
AND American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales op the Argonauts 
—Eastern Sketches. 

Vol. IV. Gabriel Conrot. 

Vol. V. Stories — Condxrsbd 
Novels, &c. 

The Select Worke of Bret Harte, in 
Prose and Poetry. With Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bellrw, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7s. 6d. 

Qabrlel Conroy : A NoveL Poet tVQ^ 

illustrated boards, 9m, 
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Bbbt Haiti's Woibs, ftw fi m tfti ■ 

An HelrcM of Red Dog, and other 
Stories. Post 8vo, illnstnted boerdt, 
21. ; doth limp, 21. 60. 

The Twine of Table Mountain. Peep. 
8vo. picture cover, li.; crowa firo, 
cloth extra, Si. 6d. 

Luck of Roaring Campb end other 
Sketches. Post8vo,iUiutbds.,2l. 

Jeff Brigge'e Love Story. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, li. ; doth extra, ii. ML 

Fllik Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. ; 
doth limp, 2i. 6d. 

Callfomlan Storlee (induding Tin 
Twins of Tablb MoeNTAiN, Jbpf 
Brioos*8 Lots Stort, Ac) Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, !■. 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The ReadeKe Handbook of Alluelone, 
Referenoee^ Plote, and Storlee. 

Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, contaiung a 

COMPLBTB BnGUSH BiBUOOSAPHT. 

Cr. Svo, 1,400 pp., doth extra, 7l. gd. 

Authors and their Worke, with the 
Datee: Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook," separ- 
atdy printed. Cr. Svo, doth limp, ii. 

A Dictionary of MIraolee: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown Svo, 
doth extra, 71. 6a. ; half-bound, 9l 



Brewster (81 rDavld),Works by: 

More Worlde than One: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Poet 
Svo, doth extra, 4i. 6d. 

The Martyre of Soleneo: lives of 
Galilbo, Ttcro Bkahk, and Kbf- 
LBR. With Portraits. Post Svo, doth 
extra, 41. 6d. 

Letters on Natural Matf lo. A New 
Edition, with numerous Illustrations, 
and Cnapters on the Bein^; and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by 
J. A. Smith. Post Svo, doth extra, 
4 1. 6d. 

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 

as a Fine Art. By Brixxat-Savarin. 
Translated bv R. S. Andbkson, M.A. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2t. 6d. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by : 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 21. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. Svo. 
picture cover, li. 

LIndeay'e Luok. Fcap^ Svo, picture 
cover, li. 

Pretty Polly Pemborton. Fcap. Svo^ 
pietnre cover, la. 



Buchanan's (Robert) Works : 

Ballade of Life, Love^ and Humour. 
With a Frontispiece bv Arthub 
Huohbs. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Selected Poeme of Robert Buchanan. 

With Frontispiece by T. Dauibl. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, 6b. 
Undertonea. Cr. Svo, doth extra, 6b. 
London Poeme. Cr. Svo, d. extra, 6b. 

The Book of Orm. Crown Svo, dotb 

extra, 6b. 
White Roeo and Red: A Love Story* 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 
Idylle and Legende of InvorbunK 

Crown Svo, doth extra, 6b. 
St. Abe and hie Seven WIvee : A Tale 

of Salt Lake City. With a Froatis. 

Sieoe by A. B. Houghton. Crowa 
vo, cloth extra, 61. 

Robert Buehanan'e Complete Poeth 
oal Worke. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. Crown Svo, cloth extra* 
78. 6d. [/» the press. 

The Hebrld lelee: Wanderings m the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He- 
brides. With Frontispiece by W. 
Small. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ok 

A Poet*e Sketoh-Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robbrt 
BucHAMAM. Crown Svo, d. extra, 6b. 

The Shadow of the Sword : A Ro 
mance. Crown Svo, cloth extr% 
8b. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. boards,. 2b. 

A Child of Nature : A Romance. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo^ dotb 
extra, 3s. 6a.; post Svo, illust bds.,Sik 

Qod and the Man : A Romance. With 
Illustrations bv Frbd. Barmaro. 
Crown Svo, doth extra, 3b. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline: A 
Romance. With Frontispiece bv A. W. 
CooPBR. Cr. Svo, doth extra, aB.6d4 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnab. Crown Svo^ 
doth extra, 3b. 6d.; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, iB. 

Annan Water: A Romance. Crows 
Svo, cloth extra, Sb. 6d. 

The New Abelard : A Romance. Ciowb 
Svo, doth extra, SB. 6d. 

Foxglove Manor: A Novd« Three 
Vds., crown Svo. 

Burton (Robert): 

The Anatomy of Melanohoiy. A 
New Edition, complete, cor re c t ed 
and enriched oy Translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy Svo, dotb 
extra, 7b. 60. 

Melancholy Anatomleed : Being aa 
Abridgment, for popular use, off Boa* 
ton's Amatomt op Mblamgbolv* 
/est Svo, doth limp, li. 6A. 
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Burton (Captain), Works by: 

To the Gold Coast toi* Gold : A Per- 
aona] Narrative. Br Ricmakd F. Bu»- 
TON and Vbrnbt Lotbtt CAifBROit. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21b. 

The Book of the Sword; Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Comntries, from the Earliest 
Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illnstrationt. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 82i. 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engravea 
by GooDALL, and nnmeroos Woodcnta. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, silt, 7l. 6d. 

Byron (Lord): 

Byron's Letters and iloumals. With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
Moors. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
fall-page Plates. Crown 8v0b cloth 
extra, gilt, 71. 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete In One 
Vo l., postSvo, cloth limp, 2^ 

Cameron (Commander) and 
Captain Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard F. Burton and Vbrnbt 
Lovbtt Cameron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vola.| crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 21i. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. M. each; 
post 8vo» illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Juliet** Guardian. 
Deoelvero Ever. 

Campbell.— Wliite and Biacic : 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
Gboroe Campbxll, M.P. Demy 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 14b. 

Carlyle (Thomas): 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and R«- 
GOlleetlons. By Moncurb D. Con- 
way, M.A. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 
with Illustrations, fil. 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlvlb. With a Life of the Anther 
br R. H. Shbphbrd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, 
lllnstrated, li. ML 

The Correepondenoe of Thomaa 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emereon, 
X834 to 1873. edited by Charlbs 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
VolSHcroW 'Nro. cloth extra. Ml. 



Chapman's (Qeorge) Worlcs: 

VoL L contains the Plays complete, 
inclnding the doabtfnl ones. Vol. IL, 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay bv Alger- 
non Charlbs Swxnburnb. vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols.,* crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 18i. ; or separately, 68. each. 

Chatto IcJaclcson.— A Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. AjiDaBw Chatto 
and John Jacxson. With an Addi 
tionai Chapter by Hbnrt G. Bohn : 
and 450 fine Illustratiims. A Repri ti 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to^ hali-boond, ~~ 



Chauoer : 

Chauoer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 
Ei^t Coloored Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chauoer for Sohools. Bv Mrs. H. R. 
Hawbis. Demy Svo, dotn Ump, Si.Gd. 

City (The) of Oream : A Poem. 
Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, 68. £/» tfu prezs^ 

Cobban.— The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclarbn Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 88. 

Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar 

SInleter: A Story. By C. Allstom 
Collins. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.,28. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances)^ 

Novels by : 

Sweet and Twenty. Poet Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 88. 

Franeee. Post Svo, fllost. bds., 88. 

Blackemlth and Soholar. Post 8vo» 
illustrated boards, 88. ; crown bvo, 
cloth extra, Ba. 60. 

The vnia|e Comedy. Poet Svo, illust. e 
boards, 88. ; cr. Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. ' 

You Play Me Falee. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, 88.; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d« 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne PaM. Post Svo^ illus- 
trated boards, a. ; crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. 

Tranemlgratlon. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 88.; crown Svo, doth extra, 
38. 6d. 

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 88. ; crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post SfO 
illustrated boards 88. 
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ColHns I (Wllkle), Novels by. 

Bach pMt 8vo, illattnted boaidi, Si ; 

cloth Bmp, Si. 6d.; or crown 8vo. 

cloth extra, iUnstnted, Si.ed. 
Antonlna. lUnst. by A. CowcAiimi, 
Baall. lUttstrated by Sir Jobh Gxl- 

BBftT and J. Mahomby. 
Hide and Seek. Illottrated by Sir 

JoRM Gilbert and J. Mahonby. 
The Oead Seofot. lUnstrated by Sir 

John Gzlbbrt and A. Concanbn. 
Queen of Hearte lllastrated by Sir 

JOHM Gilbert and A. Concambn. 
My MIeoellanlee. With Ilhistiations 

by A. Concambn, and a Steel-plate 

Portrait of Wilkib Collins. 
The Woman In Whlte.^With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gxlbxbt and 

F. A. Frasbr. 

The Moonstone. WiUi ninibratlons 

by G. Du M AVRXBR and F. A. Frasbr. 

Man and Wife. lUust. by W. Small. 

Poor MIee Finch. lllastrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and Soward 

HUOHBS* 

Mice OP Mre.P With Illustrations by 

S. L. Fildbs and Hbhry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and C. S. Rands, 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and J. Mahonbt. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 

by S. L. Fildbs and Sydmby Hall. 
The Two Destlnlee. 
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'e Daughter. . 
The Blac k Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. 

« I Say No." Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
Uald. ^Shortly. 



Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of Gborob Coi^ 
If an. With Life by G. B. Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece by HooARTB. Crown 
8v6, cloth extra, gil t, 7s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Cathbrins 
Ryan. Post 8vo, la. ; ci. limp. Is. 61. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 
Demonology and Devll-Lora. Two 
Vols., royal 8vo, with 6s lUoats., r*- 



Conwat'8 (M. D.) WoRBa, eoMmm4r^ 
A Necklace of Storlee. Illustrated 

by W. J. HsNNBssY. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, Qt. ' 
The Wandering J«w. Crowa Syo, 

cloth extra. 6b. 
Thomae Carlyle: Lettere and. Re- 

coliectlona. With Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Cook (Dutton), Works by: 

Hours with the Playere. With a 
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6i. 

Nights at the Play: A. View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Eduion. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, Illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. Post 8vo, 
illystrated boards, Ss.; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, as. 6d. 

Cooper.— Heart Salvage, by 

Sea and Land. Stories by Mr». 
CooPBR (Katharinb Saundbrs). 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Copyright. —A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatlo Worke. By 
SiDNBY Tbrrold, of thc Middle 
Temple, £8<i., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, .2s. 6d. 

Corn wal I.— Popu lar Romances 

of the West of England; or, Thb 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robbrt Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
Gborob Cruibshanb. Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Creasy .--Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Crbast, Author of '* The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with X3 
Po rtraits, 7s. 61. 

Cruikshank (George) : 

The Comie Almanack. Complete fax 
Two Sbribs : The First from 1835 
to X843 ; the Sbcond from X844 to 
X853. A Gathering of the Bbst 
HuMOURof Thacbbrat, Hood, Mat- 
RBW, Albbry Smith, A'Bbcxbtt, 
ROBBRT Brouoh, ftc. With s,ooo 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruikshanb, Hinb, Lanqxlls, te. 
Crown 8va cloth gUt,tWQTery thiok 
volumes, 7i. 6d. each. 
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Ckuiksrank (G.)i eontinuid^ 

The Life of George Cpulkshank. By 
Blanchard Jerrold, Author of 
"The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Roblnaoi> Crueoe. A beautiful re- 
production of Major's Edition, with 
vj Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by George Cruixshanx, choicely 

?rinted. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
B. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies, 
printed on hand-made paj^er, with 
iRdift proofs ci the Iliustrations, 861. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. . 

Cyples.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyplbs. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Daniel. — Merrle England In 

the Olden Time. By Gborox Damibl. 
With Illustrations by Robt. Croix* 
saAMK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. Od. 

Daudet.~Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. Bv Alphomsb 
Daudbt. Translated by C Harrt 
Mblt2Er« With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. 

Davenant What shall my 

Son beF Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davbnant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davles (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 

One Thousand Medloal Maxima. 
Crown 8vo, l8. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth, l8. fid. 

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, is. ; 
cloth limp, S8..6d. [Shortly. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I.- 
to L/ in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A* B. ''Grosart. D.D. Two V(d8,| 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 



De Malstra.— A Journey Round 

My Room. ByXAViBR db Maistrb.. 

Translated, by Hbnry Attwell. Pott 
8vo, clol a .kap, 88. 6d. 

De Mllle— A Castle In Spain. 

A Nove . By Jambs Db Mille. With 
a Frontiftpiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. ild. 

Depwent (Lelth), Novels by : 

Cup Lady of Tears. Cr..8yo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

Cipoe's Lovers. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Is 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by.: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 88. each. 
Sketches by Box. 1 Nicholas NIckleby ' 
PIckwIok Papei^ | Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
(Mayfair Library,) Post 8vo, cloth 
mp, 88, 6d. 

The Speeohee of Charles Dickens, 
X84X-1870. with a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and • 
Prefaced by Richard Hbrnb Shbp- 
HBRO. Crown' 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

About England with Dickens.' By 
Alprbd RiifMBR. With 57 lUustra* 
tions by C A. Vandbrhoop, Alprbd 
RiMMBR, and others. Sq. 8vo, doth 
extra, 108. 6d. 

Dictionaries : 

A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitatiye, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brbwbr, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.i hf.-bound, 98. 

The Reader's Handbook of Allu- 
sions, References, Pjpts, and 
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brbwbr. : 
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
throughout, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, . 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Authors and tl^elr Works, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook," sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. £. C. 
Brbwbr, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
limp, 28. 

Famlilar Allusions: A Handboc^ 
of Miscellaneous Information ; in- 
eluding the Names of Celebratedi) 
Statues, Paintlnra, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, > Shijps, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities 
and the like. By Wii. A: WhbblbH 
and Charlbs G. Wbbblbs. Demf 
8vo ololhsBctra,78.6d, 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED B7 



DXCTI0N4US8| „„ ^ 

Short Saying* of QrMit Mm. With 
Historical tnd Bxptauuttory Notes. 
By Samubl a. Bbnt. MJL Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Befaig 
a compreheasiTe Guide to the Plays, 
Play wrights,PUyers, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. DavBNroaT Adams. 
A tliick ▼ohima, oiown 8vo, half- 
bound, 181. M. [in pMptmitUm. 

The Slang DIotlonary: Btymological, 
HUtorical, and AnecdotaL Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 81. 6d. , ^, , 

Women of the Day: A Biographical 
Dictionary. ByPaAacBsHATS. Cr. 
8vo, oloth extra, Oi. , _, 

Words, Facta, and Phraaaa: A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-way Matters. By Bubxbr 
Bdwards. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. 8vo, cI. ex., 7l. 6d. ; hf.-bd., Ihu 



Diderot.— The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translated, with AnnoUtions, 
from Diderot's *'Le Paradoxe sur le 
Com^diea," by Waltbr HsaKiBS 
PoLEX)CK. With a Preface by Hbnrt 
I R VINO. Cr. Svo, in parchment, 4a. 6d. 



Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 
Literary Frivolities, Fanolaa,FolHea, 

and Frollca. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., Si. 6d. 
Poetical Ingenultlee and Eooentrl- 

citlea. Post 8vo, cloth limp, $M, fld. 

Goran. — Memories of our 

Great Towna; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concemiag their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo. cl. ex., 7a. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights. Players, and Play- 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davbnport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brbwbr*8 
"Reader's Handbook.") Crown Bvo, 
half-bound, 12». 6d, [In preparation. 

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 

cl. ex.. Vignette PortieiU. Sik per VoU 
Ben Jonson'e Worrs. With Notes 
Critical and Explknaconp, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifpord. 
Edit, by Col. Cunninoham . 3 Vols. 
Otiapman'a Worka. Complete hi 
Three Vols. VoL I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations,with IntroduetoryBssay 
by A. C. Swinbvrnb; Vol.III..Trant- 
lationt of the Pjad and Odytsoy. 



DRAifATisTS, Thb Old^ COflKlMied^ 
Marlowe'a Worka. Inclndina his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cvmmiho- 
BAM. One Vol. 
Maaalngar'a Playa. From the Text of 
WiuiAif Gifpord. Edited by CoL 
Cunningham. One VoL 

Dyer. — The Folic - Lore of 

Planta. By T. F. Thisbltoh Dtbr» 
M.A., Ac. Crown 8v<^ cloth extra, 
7s. Sd. {In preparmii4m. 

Early English Poets. Edited. 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A.B.GR08ART, D.D. Crowa 
Bvo, cloth boards, 61. per Volume. 

Fletoher'a (Ql*«^ B.D.) Completa 
Poema. One Vol. 

Davlea' (Sir Uohn) Completa 
Poetical Worka. Two Vols. 

Herrlok'a (Robert) Complato Col- 
lected Poema. Three VolSL 

SIdney'a (Sir Philip) Comptata 
Poetloal Worka. Three Vols. 

■ 

Herbert (Lord) of €harbury»a Poema. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crowa 8vo, 
parchment, 8t. ^ 



Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Poet Bvo, illus- 
trated boards, Si. 

Arohle Lovell. Post 8vo, illust bds.* 
as. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 6d. 

Eggleston.--Roxy: ANoveL By 
Edward Eoolbston. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 2b. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. 

Emanuel On DIannonds and 

Precious stones: their !!istonr,Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining tbeL Reality. By Harry 
Bmanubl, F.R.G.S. with numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6a. 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested hi 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
fiUl Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
Nearly 600 Illusts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex.,7».6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.8.A.), 

Works by: 

Storlea fkx>m the State Pafiara. 
With an Autotype Facsunile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Llfs and TImaa of Prinoa 
ChaHee Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown Svo^ 
olodiaitKa,ta.SA. 



CBATTO & WINDUS. PICCADILLY. 



Eyes, The.— How to Use oup 

Eyes,and How to PraMnre Then. By 
John Browmimo, F.ILA.S., &e. Witb 
§7 lllnntrationt. Crown 8vo, li.; doth, 



FalPholt.— Tobacco : Its His- 
tory and Associations ; with an Ao- 
count of tho Plant and its Mann- 
fsctnre, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Conntriea. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With Colooied Fnmtia- 
]>iece and upwards of lOO lUastra- 
tions by the Author. Crown 8to, cloth 
extra, 9b, 

Familiap Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Information; 
mdoding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Scats, Rums, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs. Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. Bv William A. Wheklbr, 
Author of" Noted Names of Fiction ; »» 
and Charlbs G. Whbelss. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7l . 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Rml Institution. 
Edited by William Crookbs, F.CS. 
Post 8vo. cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Rojral Institution. 
Edited by William Crookbs, F.CS. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

Fln-Bec — The Cupboard 

Papers : Observations on the Art of 
Livine and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man : 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
Mid a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charlbs Lamb. Post 
8Vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 88. each. 
Bella Donna. ) Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Pdlly. 

Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 
Ths Lady of Brantoma. 



Fletoher't (Qllet, B.D.) Com. 

plots Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
S^T«>« £*»™*'« Victorie on Eart!i, 
Chnsfs Triumph over Death, and 
Mmor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
auction and Notes by the Rev. A. b. 
Grosakt, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds.. S s. 

Fonblanque.— Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. By Albant ob Ponblanque. 
Post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2s. 

Pranclllon (R. e.), Novels by" 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 8d. eacb ; 

post 8vo, lllnst boards, 28. each. 
Olympla. | Qussn Cophetua. 
One by One. 

Esther's Qlova. Fcap. 8vo, picture 

cover, 18. 
A Real Queen. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra. Sg. 6d . 

French Literature, History of. 

By Hbhrt Vah Lauh. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy 8vo. cl. bds., 78. 8d. eac .i. 

Frere — Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoira of a Hfaidoa With a Preface 
by Sur H. Bartlb Frbrb, G.C.S.I., &c. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra. 88. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards. 28. 

Friswell.— Oneof Two: ANovel. 
By Hain Friswblu Post 8vo, iiiua- 
trated boards, iB. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Circus Uft and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Cov\furers. 
The Old Showmen and ths Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry— Royal Guide to the Lon- 

don Charities, 1884^. By Herbert 
Fry Showing their Name, Date ci 
Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, 
&c. Published Annually. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, Is. Sd. ' 

Gardening Books: 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house: Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
gie Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By Georob Glbnny. Post 8vo, cloth 
hmp, 88. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them, 
By Tom Tbrrold. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 61. 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Ton and Jank 
Jbrrold. lUust. Post 8vo,cl. lp.,a.6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jbrrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus- 
trated cover, 18.; cloth limp. Is. 6d. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByP.G.HBATH. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 5s. ; gilt edges, 6b. 
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Qarpett.— The Capel GIHs : A 
Novel. By Edward Garrett. Post 
8vo.illu8t.bds.. 8a. ; cr.8vo, cl.ex., 88. 60. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

fop 1884. One ShUlltig Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entitled "Phllletla." 
bv Cbcix. Power, is bow appearing. 
•'%oleno« Notes," by W. Mattiev 
WuxiAMB. F.R.A.S.. Md "Toblte 
Talk," bv Sti«vanus Urbam, are also 
continued monthly. 
•»• Sow ready t the VdlwM for Jamuart 
io JuME, X884: cMh extfo, price 8i. 61. | 
Cases for Hndtngt 21. each. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers GRXim,^ and 
Translated by Ed<|ArTavx.or. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by Johm Rusein. 
With 21 Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruieshane. Square 8vo« 
cloth extra, 6b. 6d .; gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 88. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Robin Cray. 
Fop LwLOk of Qold. 
What will the 
World SayP , 
' In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
Fop the King. 



Ctueen of the 

Meadow. 
In Pastures Green 
Braee of Yarrow. 
The Flower of the 

Forest. [lem. 
A Heart's Prob- 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2l« 
The Dead Heart. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 
The Qolden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 

crown 8vo. 
Found Out. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 
ZShortly, 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Dr. Austin's Quests. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 

Jamee Duke, Costermonger. 

Gilbert (W. 8.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Senes, each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains —The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth-^Tnal by Jury. 

The Second Series oontains-^Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged—Sweethearts— 
"Gretchen— Dan'lDmce— Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Penzance. 



Glenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Manai;ement of the Flowen Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Georgb 
Glenny* P ost 8vo, cloth limp, 28; 61. 

Godwin.— Lives of the Neoro- 

mancere. By William. Godwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. «• 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth 

limp, 28. per volume. ; 

Bayard Taylor'e DIversIone of the 1 
Echo Club. 

Bennett'e (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett'e (Dr.) Songk tor Sallore. 

Byron'e Don Jdan. 

Godwin'e (Willtam) Livee of the 
Necromancere. 

Hoimee'e Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introdnctioii 
by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Profseeop at the Break 
fast Table. 

Hood'e Whime and Oddltlee. Com* 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng'e (Washington) Talee of « 

Traveller. 
Irvlng'e (Washington) Talee of;th« 

Alhambra. 
ilesse'e (Edward) Seenee stnd Oo- 

cupatione of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt'e Eseaye : A Tale for a 
Chimney Comer, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Maiiory'e (Sir Thomae) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Kni^ts of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. MoMt- 

GOMERIE RaNEIMO. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes.byT.M'CRiE,D.D. 

Pope'e Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoueautd'e Maxime and Moral 
Refleetlone. With Notes, and In« 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Bbuvb. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virgin Iil and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarrb. 

Shelley'e Early Poeme, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 

Sheliey'e Later Poeme: Laon and 
Cythna, &c. 

Shetley'e Poethumoue Poeme, the 
Shelley Papere, &c 



CHATTO «• WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 
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GoLDSH LiBRAitT, Trb, Continued^ 

8h«l ley's Prose Worke, inclndtng A 
Refutation of Deism, ^astroEsi, SI. 
Irvyne, &c. 

White's Natural History of 8sl- 
borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Beowm, P.L.S. ■ 

Qolden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An BngtclopxdiAc of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited bj 
Theodorb Taylor. Crown Bvo, dotb 
gilt and jj;ilt edges, 7i. 6d. 

Gordon Gumming (C. F.), Works 

by: 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numeroQs full'page Illns- 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 

aB.6d. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With nmnerous Illustra- 
tions. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 61. 
ZShortly, 

Graham. ^ The Pf^ofessor's 

wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, lit* cloth 
extra, 2». 6d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Gukl and W. 
KoNBR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEFFBR. With M^ Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 

The Wilds of London. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 38. 6d. 
Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the 

Strange Fish to be Found There. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Dick Temple: A NoveL Post 8to, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Guyot.~The Earth and Man ; 

or, niysieal Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassxz, Pierce, and Gray; 
xa Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4a. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNcus. Crown 8vo, Is. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 



Hake's (Dr. T. G.) Poems, eoHiitmtd^ 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, fis. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo - 
cloth extra, 08. 

The Serpant Play. Crown 8T0i cloth 
extra, 68. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood 1^ Maclisb, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshamk. Medium 8vo^ 
cloth extra, gilt, 78. fld. 

Halliday.--Every-day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post 8yo, 
illustrated boards, te. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over xoo Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text By Don Feux ds • 
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

Hanky-Panky : A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks.Very Difficult Tricks, 

- White Magic, Sleight ti Hand, ftc. 
Edited by W. H. Crbmbr. With aoo 
lUusts. Crown 8yo, cloth extra,48. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady DuffUs). — Paul. 

Wynter's Sacrlfloe: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy* Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Tbomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far frt>m the Madding 
Crowd.'* Crovm 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

• The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small Svo, Illustrated 
cover, 18.; cloth limp, l8. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra,: 
with Colotnred Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 68. 

The Art of Decoration. Square Svo,. 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, lOs. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures. . 
ana numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 68, 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy Svo, 
cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).— American^ 

Humorists. Includmg Washington. 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
Iambs Russell Lowell, Artemus-. 
WARD,MMtK Twain, and Bret Hartb.> 
By the R«v., H. R. Hawkis, M.A». 
Crown Svo cloth extra, 68. 
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6d. each ; 

post Bvo, iUoatrated boards. Si. each, 
narth. I Sebastian StPOHM. 

cilice Quentln. I Duet. 

Prinee Saroni'e WMk 



Mre. Oalnebmvugh's Dfamoncta. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, ll.; 
cloth ex tra, Si. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6dL each. 
Fort u ne'e Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. With lUostrationa 
by A. Frkdbricks. 

IMercy Holland, and other Stories. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. [Shor tly, 

IMPORTANT NBW BIOGRAPHY, 

IHawthopne (Nathaniel) and 

hie Wife. By Julian Hawthorns. 
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, S4f. 

[Twenty-fiTO copies of an BdUum d§ 
Luxe, printed on the best hand-made 
paper, laree 8vo sixe^ and with India 
proofs of the Illnstrations, are reserved 
lor sale in England, price 48l. per set. 
Immediate application should be made 
by anyone desiring a copy of this 
special and very limited Edition.] 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborox Hbatm, Author of 
" The Fern World,'* &c. Crown 8vo, 
cl. ex., 6i. ; cL gilt, gilt edges, 8i. 

Helps (Sip Arthur), Works by : 

Anlroale and their Masters. Post 
6vo, cloth limp. Si. 6d. 

Social Preeeura. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

Ivan de BIron : A NoveL Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. Si. 6d.; post 8vo, illas- 
trated boards. Si. 

Heptalogia (The); or. The 

Seven aeainst Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury* Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Cmorton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 61. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Note'j by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Stoel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, I8i. 



Hesse - Wartegg (Chevallep 

Ernst vonX Works by : 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 33 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8i. 6d. 

The New South-Wsst: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With zoo fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vq^ cloth extra, 
141. tin Reparation 

Hind ley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Remimscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Qnbs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlxs Hindlbt. 

Hoey. — The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashbl Host. With is Illus- 
trations by P. MacNab. .Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. [Shortly. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by : 

The Autocrat of the Breukfkst- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp« 
Si. 6d.; another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Sto. 

The Professor at ths Brealdhst* 
Table ; with the Story off Iris. Fosi 
8vo, cloth limp. Si. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. with Illns- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, ll. ; d. limp^ li. 6A. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrut, and eoo lUnstra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Tl 6d. > 

Hood'e Whime and Oddities. Com- > 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp. Si. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pols: 
A Noah's Arkaological Narrative. 
With as Illustrations by W. Bron- 
TON and B. C Barnbs. Sqnara 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, te. 

A Qolden Heart: A NoveL PastSvoL 
illustrated boards. Si. 
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Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu. 

morous Works, incladiog his Ludi- 
crous AdventureSfBons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
lUusts. Cr. 8vo, d, extra, gilt, 7«. 6d. 

Hooper.— The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. Georgb Hoopbe. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, te. 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 

io Three Books. By Richard Hen- 
gist HoRNB. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
clot h extra, 78. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered s Being a His* 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, ia 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By Georgb 
Howell. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d . 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 
Notro Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Olubr. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2i. 

Hunt (IVIrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8l. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2g. each. 

Thorn Icroft'e ModeL 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jban Ingelow. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 8a. Sd.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2g. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited by A. Pebcb- 
val Grav es. Post Svo, d. lim p, ftl. 6d. 

Irving (Washlngton),Wori<s by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, Si. each. 
Talee of a Traveller. 
Talee of the Alhambra. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics 

for Students. By Catrbrinb A. 
Janvier. Crow n Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 61. ; or post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2t. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught. 



JefTerles (Richard), Worlcs by: 

Nature near London. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra. Si. 

The Life cf the Flelde. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, fie. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

CuHoeltlee of Criticism. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 

Sketch. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

^ [ In the press. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — Tlie 

Roslcruclans : Their Rites and Mys<» 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. Bv 
Haroravb Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Kdition, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. Svo, illus- 
trated cover, 18. ; cloth limp. Is. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Janb 
Jbrrold. must. Post Svo,cl.lp.,28.6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom tbrrold. Post Svo, cloth 
timp, 28. 6d. 

Jesse.— Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a country Life. By Edward 
Jbssb. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by : 

FInger-RIng Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
aoo Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Pre^nt; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred IIlus- 
trationa. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 61. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv William 
GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
mingham. Three Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, IBs. ; or separately ,68. each. 

Josephus,TheCompieteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Cod- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jewa'*^and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., Svo, with ss lUustratioas 
■ad Maps, clotb extra, gilt, 148. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Kavanagh.^The Pearl Foun- 

tain, and other Fairy Stories. Bt 
BUDOBT and Julia Kavan aoh. Witn 
ThirtT Illustrations by J. Movs Smith, 
$^^ 8vo, clotb fflt, Ci. 

Kempt«~Penoll and Palette: 

Cbaptenon Artand Artists. By Robvkt 
Kbmpt. Post 8vq, cloth limp, Si, 6d. 

KIngsley (Henry), Novels by; 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6d.; 
or post 8vo^ illustrated boards, Si. 

OakshpttCaatie. | Nurobei* Seventeen 

Knight.— The Patient's Vade 

*Meoum: How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Bj William 
KNioHTa M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Knight, L.IUC.P. Crown 8Ito^ U.| 
cloth, U. 6d. 

Lamb (Charles) : 
Maiy and Chaplee Lamb: Thebr 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 

\ Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's 
portrait of tbe Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pages of the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridce's 
Works, and numerous lUustratioias. 
Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, lOl. 6d. 

iamb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori« 
ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H* 
I Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 

Poeti^ foi* Children, and Prinoa 
Dorus# By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Fitz- 



, cio 



GERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8|. 6d, 

l.ane'8 Arabian Nights, &c.: 
The Thousand and One Nights: 

commonly called, in England, "The 
Arabian Nights' £ntertain- 
MENTs." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
hj many hundred Engravings on 
Wood, from Orieinal Designs by 
Wm. Harvet. a New Edition, from 
^ a Copv ainnotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Pools. With a Preface by 
Stamlbt Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
dsiay 8yo, cloth extra, 7i. 80. each. 



Lane's Arabian Niohts, continueA-^ 
Arabian Society In the Middle Agee; ' 
Studies from "The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Eowari> William 
Lane, Author of "The Modem 
Egyptians," ftc. Edited bY Stanley 
Z<anb-Poolb. Cr.8YO,clotn extra, 6i* 

Lares and Penates; or, The * 

. Background of Life. By Florence 
' Caddy. Crown 8vo, dOth extra, 6i. 

LarWood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of the London Parks. 

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra. Si. 6d. 
Clerloal Aneodotee. Post 8yo, cloth 

limp, 81. 6A. 

Forensic Aneodotea Post 8yo, cloth 

Ihnp, 8i. 6A. 
Theatrical Anecdotee. Post 8yo, clotb 

limp, Si. 6d. 

» I li I .^p^— -1.1 1 I ^.^^ ^— »^^— ^— 

Uelgh (Henry 8.), Works by : 

Carole of Cockayne. With numerous 
Illustrations. Post 8y6, doth limp, . 
2l.6d. 

Jeux d'Eeprlt. Collected and Edited 
by Henry S.LEI6B. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 21. 6d. 

Life In London ; or. The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 

' Tom. With the whole of Cruik« 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 

' the Odghials. Crown 8^0, cloth extra, • 
7l.6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2l. 60. each. 
Witch Storlea 

The True story of Joshua Davidson. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. 6d. eaoh ; post 
8yo, illustrated boards, 2l. each. 
Patricia Kemball. • 
The Atonement of Learn Dundee. 
The World Well Lost. i 

Under which Lord ? 
With a SUken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Lovel" 
lone. 

Locks and Keys.T-On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen. 
Pitt-Rivers, F.R.S. With numerous- 
Illustrations. Demy 4to, half Roi» 
bnrghe, Ifii. 
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Longfellow: 

Longfellow's Complete Proee Worke, 
Includiog "Outre Mer:»' "Hyper- 
ion," " Kavanegb," ^ Tne Poets and 
Poetry of Europe,'* and " Driftwood.*' 
With Portrait and Illnstrations by 
Valbntinb Bromlbt. Crown 8vo, 
dotb extra, 7l. 6d. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Ilius- 
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
flvo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Long Life, Aide to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease; By N. B. 
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 2b; 
cloth Ump, as. 6d. [Shortly* 

Lucy.~Gldeon Fleyoe: ANovel. 
By Hbnrt W. Lucr. Crown 8vo, 
cl. extra, 8i. 6d.; postSvo, Jllnat bd8.,8s. 

Luelad (The) of Camoene. 

Translated into Enalish Spenserian 

Verse by Robbrt pfrbkch Dufp. 

Demy 8vc^ with Fourteen foil-page 

_ Pla tes, cloth boards, 18t.^ 

McCarthy (J uetin, M.P.),Wopkt 

by: 
A History of Gup Own Timet, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Bleotion of x88o. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each.»Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 8i. each. 

A Shoi*t History of Oup Own TImee. 
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 

History of the FourQeopgee. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12i. 
each. [Vol. 1. in ths prist. 

Crown 8^0. cloth extra. Si. 6d. each ; 
post 990, illustrated boards, 2i. each., 

Dear Lady DIedaln. 
The Waterdale Neighbourti 
My Enemy'e Daughter 
A Fair Saxon. 
LInley Rochford 
- Miss Misanthrope 
Oonna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Sea eon. 

Maid of Athene. With xa Illustra- 
tions by F. Barnard, Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8i. 6d. 

(VloCarthy (Justin H., M.P.), 
Worke by: 

Seraplon, and other Poems. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, ll. 6d. 

England under QIadetone. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Cl. 



MaoDonald (Qeorge, LL.D.), 

Worke by : 

The Prinoeee and Curdle. With xt 
Illnstrations by Jambs Allen. Small 
crown 8to, cloth extra, 6b. 

Qutta-Peroha Willie^ the Working 
Genius. With 9 Illustrations bv 
AsTHUR HuoHBS. Square 8vo,clotn 
extra, Ss. 6d. 

Paul Faber, SurgUMn. With a Pron* 
tispiece by J. E. Millais. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d.; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2i. 

Thomas Wlngfold, Curate. VHth a 
Frontispiece by C. J< Staniland. 
Crown 8v6, clotn extra, Ss. 6d. ; post 
B?o, illustrated boards, 2i. 

Macdonel I.— Quaker Couelna: 

A Novel. Bv Aonbs >Macdonbll. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SB. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Maogpegor. — Pastlmee and 

Playere. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robbrt Macgrboor. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2l. 6d. 

Macltoe Portpalt-Gailery (The) 

of llluetrlous Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs->Biosraphical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, ana Anecdotal—- illus- 
trative otthe Literature of the former 
half of the Present Centnrv. . By 
William Batbs, B.A. With u Por- 

. traits printed on an India Tint Crown 

' 8vo, cloth extra, 7t. 6d. 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by :. 

In the Ardennee. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoio. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. 6cU - 

Pictures and Legende fK>m Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 
108. 6d. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 7i. 6a. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoio. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

About Yorkshire With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by Swain. Square 8vo, doth extra, 

iOi.ed. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown 8vo, oloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Lost Rose. And other Stories. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, 88. 6d. } pvst $vOb 
illosCrated boards, 2b. 



BOOKS PUBUSBED BY 



Mackay.— Interludes and Un^ 

dertoiiM! or, Matie at TwlUclit By 
Chau«sMaciay»LL.Oi Cromifvoi 
doth wtra, <■. 

Magician's Own Book (The): 

PerformaneM with Com laa Balls. 
Egga^ Hats, HandkerchieCk fto. All 
from actual Bzperisnce.. Edited by 
W. H. CRBifBR. Witbaoo IlhistnSioiis. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4i. 60. 

Magic No Mystery : THcks with 

Cards, Dice, Balls, ko^ with folly 
descriptive Directioos; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Tnining of Perform- 
ing Animals, Ao. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illoslntions* 
Crown 8vOk cloth extra, 4f . 6d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Ori^al in the British 
Mnsenm, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by s feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5a. 

Mallocic (W. H.), Worlcs by : 

The New Republle; or. Culture, Faith 
and Philosophv in an Enelish Country 
House. Post m, cloth limp, Ss.6d.; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards. Si. 

The New Paul and Virginia : or. Posi- 
tivism on an Island. 7*ost Sto, cloth 
limp, 28. 6A. 

Poema. Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 8a. 

la LIfis worth Living f Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 6b. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthui*: The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montoomxiux Ramximo. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2i. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
HAM. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, fii. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ta. 6d. each; or, 
poet 8vo^ illustrated boards, Si. 

Open I Sesame I 

Writte n in Fire. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sk MGh. 
A Harvest of Wild Data. 
A Little Stepeon. 
Fighting the Air. 

Masterman.— Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. BjT.MASTBa- 
MAN. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2a. 



Marie T%valn, Works by: 

Tha Cholaa Worka of Mark TwaliK 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
thaAotfuv. With Life, Portrait, and 
Dumerons Blnsbatkoa. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 7k. Sd. 

Tha Advanturaa of Tom Sawyan 
Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 28. 

An idle Excuralen,and other Sketchea. 
Post 8vot iUnetrated boards, 2b. 

Tha Prinoa and tha Pauper. Witb 
nearly aoo lUustrationa. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Tha Innooanta Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress: Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship ** Quaker 
Cit3r's'* Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. Witb 
834 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. fid. Cheap Edition (under 
theHtle of** Marx Twain's Pleasu rs 
Trip **), post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; 
Post 8vo, iUustrated boards, 28. 

Tha Stolen White Elephant, Ao. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, M. ; post 8vo» 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Life on tha Mlselaelppl. With about 
300 Ori£inal lUustrationa. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Tha Adventurea of Huoklaharry 
Finn. With numerous Illusts. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. ML iPreparing, 

MasslngeKs Plays. From the 

Text of William Gipford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo« 
cloth extra, 68. 

May hew. — London Characters 

and the Humoroua Side of London 
Lllb. By Henry Mayhbw. Witb 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, 38. fid. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. per Volume. 
A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavibr db Maistrb. TranslateJ 

by Henry Attwbll. 
Latter-Day Lyrloa. Edited by W. 

Davbnport AnAMS. 

Quipa and Quiddltlea. Selected by 
W. Davbnport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "Tha Tlmea.** 
from 1800 to 1870. Edhed, with an 
Introduction, by Aucx Clat. 

Balzac'a ''Comedle Humalna" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walkbr. 

Metanohoiy Anatomised : A Populat 
Abridgment oi " Burton'a Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 
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MaTFAIS LlBKAlT, COHHttUtd-^ 

Q««trenonw as a FiiM Art Bf 

Th« 8p— ch— of ChaHat DIoImim. 

Literary FrivoUtlaa, Fancies, Folltaib 
and Frolic*^ By W. T. Doasoii. 

Foatloai Ingenuities and Eeeentrlol* 
ties. Selected and Bdited by W.T. 

DOBSOM. 

The Cupboard Papera. By Fir-Bbc 

Orijglnal Playa by W. S. Gilbskt. 
First Sbribs. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pyi^alioo and 
Galatea— Charity— "nie Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Playa by W. S. Gilbbrt. 
Sbcond Sbribs. Ccmtaining : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchei>— Dan^l Dmce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songa of IHah Wit and Humour. 
Collected and Edited by A. PsacBVAL 
Gravbs. 

Animala and their Maatara. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Preaaura. By Sir A. Hblfs. 

Curloaltlea of Critlclam. By Hsmbt 
J. Jbnninos. 

The Autocrat of the BreaMkatTabla. 
By Olivbr Wbndbu. Holubs. II- 
histrated by J. Gordon Thombon. 

Pencil and Paletta. By Robbbt 
Kbmpt. 

Little Eeaays : Sketches and Chara^ 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Pbrct Fitzgbbald. 

Clerical Anecdotee. By Jacob La»- 

WOOD. 

Forensic Anecdotee: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anaodotea. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carole of Cookayna. By Hbnrt S. 
Leigh. 

Jeux d'Eaprlt. Edited by HsMaT S. 
Lbigh. 

True HIatory of Joahua DavMaon. 
By B. Lynn Linton. 

Witch Storiea. By B. Lynn Limtoh. 

Ouraetvee: Essays on Womeni By 
E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastlmee and Playera. By Robbkt 
Macorboor. 

The -New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Malloce. 

The New Republic. By W. H. Mal- 

LOCK. 

Puck on Pegaaua. By H.Cbolmondbp 
lby-PbnhbUm 



Matfaib Lxbrabt, tonHmud-^ 

Pegaaua Ra-Saddlad. By H. Croi^ 
monoblby-Pbnnbll. Iliaitrated by 
Gborgb Du Mauribb. 

Muaaa of Mayftilr. Bditad by H. 

CBOLIieNDBLBY-PBBMBLlM 

Thoraau: His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Paob. 

Punlana. BytheHon.HuoHRowi.BY. 

Mora Punlana By the Hon. Hugs 
Rowley. 

The Phlioeophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Fblib db Salamanca, 

By Stream and Sea. By William 

Senior. 

Old Storlaa Ra-told. By Waltbb 
Thornbury. 

Leavee from a Naturalist's Note- 
Book. By Dr. Andrbw Wilson. 

Medicine, Family .—One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Snrgical 
Hints, for In&ncy, Ad alt Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Da vies, 
L.RC.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo, Is.; cL, la 6d. 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Gaines and Amose- 
meots. By Clara Bbllbw. With 
nomerons lUnstrationa. Crown 8v0| 
cloth extra, 4i. fid. 

Mexican Mustang (On a)? 

Through .Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. B. Sweet and 
1. Armot Knox. EditcMrs of ** Texas 
Siftings.** 400 lilusts. Cr. Sro, cloth 
extra, 7a 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, S8.6d.; postSvo, illust. bds., 2b, 

M r. Dorl II Ion. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Young : or^ The House of Life : Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Hesuth. For 
use in Qasses and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
F. Fbnwick Miller. Small 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2i.6 d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hyjglene of t he Sk in. A Concise 
Set ot Rules for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c Small Svo, 
Is. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

The Bath In DIaeaaee of the Skin. 
Small Svo, Is. ; doth extra. Is. 6d. 

The Lawa of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vot 
Is. ; cloth extra, 11. 6d. 



i8 
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MonoplefT.— The Abdication ^ 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Duma. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by Johm Pbtti^ 
R.Ah W. Q. Orcharoson, R.A., J. 
MacWrirtbr, A.R.A.,CoLZN Huntbr, 
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Larg^ 
4to, bound in buckram, 21fl. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown 8TO,cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8to, illustrated boards, 21. each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A Model Fathei*. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coale of Fire. 

Qy th« G at»of thaSes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. Sd. each. 

Val Stpange: A Story of the Primrosf 
Way. 

Hearts. 

The Way of the World. 



Morth Italian Folk. By Mrs. 

CoMYMS Carr. lUnst. by Ramdolps 
Caldbcott. Square 8vo^ oloth extra, 
71. 6d. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

the Spirit of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Wa&tbb 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J* 
MoYR SMiTBt Post Sto, oloth extt-Ri 

6iL 

, — _ ill . ■ 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davibs, UR.CJ** Crown BvOk If. | 
cloth, U. 6d. 

Ollphant. — Whiteladles: A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthub 
Hopkins and Hbhry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. Sd.; post 8vO| 
illustrated boards, 2h. ; 

O'Connor.— Lord Beaconsfteld 

A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P, 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the book down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7«. 6d . ^____ 

O'Reiiiy.— Phcebe's Fortunes ; 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Hbnrt 
Tu cx. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 

Songe of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo^ cloth' 
extra, 7b. 6d. 

Muslo and Moonlight. Fcapi 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Caye of Franco. Crown 8vOb oloth 
extra, 10b. 6d. 



Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6l. each ; post 8vo, illua- 
trated boards, 2b. each. 



Held In Bondage. 
Strathmoro. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flaga. 
Ceoll Caetlo- 
malno'a Qaga. 

IdaHa. 

Triootrln. 

Puok. 

Folle Farina. 

TwoLlttteWoodon 
Shooa. 



A Dog of Flandara. 
Paacarel. 
SIgna. 

In a WIntMP City. 
Artadna. 
FrlendehlpL 
Motha. 
PIpletretIa 
A Vlllago 
muna. 

BImbL 

in Maramma. 



Com 



Wanda: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 0i. 

Freeooee : Dramatic Sketches. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 0l. [Shortly^ 

BImbI : Prbsbntation Bninoif. Sq. 
8vo, -doth gilt^ ninnamnn edges, 
78. 6d. 

Prlneeaa Napraxina. Three Vols^ 
crown 8vo, 81s. 6d. 

Wisdom. Wit. and Pathoa. Selected 
from the Works ..of Ouida. by F. 
Sydmxt MoRRia. Small orowntvob 
cloth extra, 6f. 



Page (H. A.), Works by ; 

Thoreau : His Life and AlmBt A Study. 
With a Portrait. Post 8vo, doth 
Ump,2i.8d. 




Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Cbxb, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2^ 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum: 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By William Knioht» 
M.R.CS., and Edward Knight, 
L.R.CP. Crown 8vo, iB.; doth, l«.6d. 

Paul Ferroli: 

Post 8vo^ illustrated boards, 2i. each. 
Paul Farroll : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroli Killed hia Wlfle. 

Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

Maboaxkt AoHBB Pauu With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Patbrboh. 
Cr. 8vo, doth extra, 88. Sd. I 



niostrated boards, 2i. 



post tfO^ 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 64. each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 

Lost SiP MaMlngberd. 

The Beet of Huebande. 

Walter** Word. 

Halvee. I Fallen FortuiMt. 

What He Coet Hep. 

Leee Black than we're Painted. • 

By Proxy. I Hljh Sptrlte. 

Under One> Roof. 1 Carlyon'e Year. 

A Confidential. Agent. 

Some Private Vlewe. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

For Cash Only. I From Cxila. 

Post 8vo, illustratod boards. ^ each. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentlnck'e Tutor. 

Murphy'e Master. 

A County Family. | At Hep Merey. 

A Woman'e Vengeance. 

Cecire Tryst. 

The ClyfRarda of Clyflls. 

The Family Scapegraoo 

The Foeter Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Qwendollne'e Harvest. 

Humoroue Storlee. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 
? Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 
^ Two Hundred Pounde Reward. 

Kit: A Memory. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, 8b. 6d. 
The Canon'e Ward. With Portrait 

of Author. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 8t. 6d. 

In Peril and Privation: A Book for 
Boys. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, clotli extra, 6b. 

[/» preparation. 



Penhell (H. ChoImondQiey), 
Worke by: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2b. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vera de 
Soci^t6, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pbnmbi.1:.. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full- 
page lUusts. by G. Du Maurjbr. 



Plrkte^TroopIng with Crows : 

A Story. ByCATHBRiKBPiaws. Fcap. 
8vo, pict ure cover, iB. 

Planche (J. R.)i Works by: 

The CydopcBdla of Coetume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ec- 
clesiastical, ClvU. and MiUtary-from 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
Ing Nottcee of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Counhries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts. 
£7 7b. The Vols, mav also be had 
u^turaUly (each complete in itself X 
at iBS 18B. 6d. each : Vol. I. Thb 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A Gbmbral 
History of Costumb im Europb. 

The Pureulvant of Arme; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and aoo Illus- 
trations. Cr.Svo, doth extra, 7b. 60. 

Sohgs and Poemfc from 1819 to 1879. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Macbarmbss. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 



Play-time: Sayings and Domgi 
of Baby-land. By Edward Stanford. 
Largs 4to, handsomely printed in 
Colours, 5b. 

Plutarch's Lives of lllustplous 

IMen. Translated firom the^ Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a LifiB of Plutarch, by John and 
WXI.LIA11 Lanqhornb. Two Vols., 
Svo, cloth e xtra, with Portraits, 10b. .6a. 

Poe (Edgar Allan):— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edqar Allan Pob. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charlbs 
Baudblairb, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 7b. 6a. 

The Mystery of Marie. Roget. and 
other Stories. Post Svo, illu8tbds.,28. 



Phelps.— Beyond the Gates. 

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, 
Author of " The Gates Ajar.»* Crown 
Svo, Cloth extra, SB. 6d. 



Pope's Poetical Works. Com^ 

plete in One V ol. Pest Svo, cl. limp, 2b. 

Power Phlllstia: ANovel. By 

Cbgil Power. Three Vols., crown 
Svo. [Shortly, 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Valentlna: A Sketch. With a Fron- 
tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. Svo, 
cL ex., 38. 6d.; post Svo.illust. bds.,28. 
The Foreigners. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., S8.6(L 
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d^ 
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Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by ; 

Flowers of th« Sky. With 55 Illnsts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth ez^ 4«. Od. 

Easy StAP LoMont. With Star If apt 
lor Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
inn^ of the Constellations, ftc 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, flik 

Familial* Sclenee Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth estra, 7a. Od. 

Rough Wave made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays 00 Scien- 
tific Sabjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth estra,Si. 

Oup Place among Infinities: A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Tune with the 
Infinities Around oa. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 61. 

The Expanss of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, fife. 

Satupn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lOi. M. 

The Qreat Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus* 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

MveterleeofTlmeandSfMMe. With 
lUnsts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7i. U. 

The Univepee of Sune. and other 
Science Gleanings, with Illusts. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 71. 6d. {Shortly, 

Wages and Wante of Solence 
Wopfcere. Crown 8vo, Ig. Od. 

Pyrotechnist'sTreasupyfThe); 

or. Complete Art of Making Finworks. 
By Thomas Kbntxsh. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 4g. fid. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 
Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustavb 
DoRit. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7fe. fid. 

l^ambosson.— Popular Astro- 

n^.my. By ), Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated bv C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart ot 
Spectra, 7g. fid. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, Refiiranoes, Plots, and 
Storlee. By the Rev. Dr. Brbwbk. 
Fourth Edition, revised throug^hout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 

COMPLXTX BnOLISB BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7b. fid. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Bbn- 

lAMIN WABO RiCHAItOSON, M.D., &C. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, fiik 



Reads (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, Ulust., bds., SB. each ; 
or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illust. Jb. fid. each. 

Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated 1^ S. U 
F1LDB8, A.R.A. 

ChPlstle Johnstone, ninstrated by 
William Small. 

It le Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. PiMWBLL. 

The Coupee of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Hblbm 
Patbrsom. 

The Autobiography of a Thief ; Jade 
of all Tradee; and Jamee Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stbbtch. 

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellbm Edwabos. 

The DouWe Marriage. lUust. by Sir 
John Gilbbbt* R.A., and C. Kbxmx. 

The Cloleter and the He«u>th. Il- 
lustrated by Chablbs Kbbmb. 

Hard Cash. lUust. by F. W. Lawsov. 

Grimth Qaunt. lUnstrated by S. L. 
PiLDBs, A.R.A., and Wm. Smalu 

Foul Play. lUust. by Du Maubibb. 

Put Yourself In His Plaee. lUus- 

trated by Robbbt Babnbs. 
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 

by Bow. HuGHBS and A. W. Coopbb. 
The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 

H. Patbbson, S. L. Fildbs, A.R.A. , 

C. Gbbbn« and H. Wooos, A.R A. 
A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb 

Crauporo. 
A Woman-Hater. Illustrated by 

Thos. Coulobby. 
Readlana. With a Steel-phUe Portrait 

qf Chablbs Rbadb. 
SIngleheart and Ooublefaee: A 

Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 

by P. MacNab. 
Qood Storlee of Men and other 

Animale. Illustrated by E. A. Abbby. 

Pbbcv Macquoid, and josbpb Nash. 

The J I It, and other Stories. Illustrated 
by JosBPH Nash. 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sb. fid. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, ti.eacfa. 

Her Mother'e DaHlng. 

The Prince of Walee'e Qarden Party. 



Weird Stortee. 
extra, 8l. fid. 



Crown fiw^ dodi 



RImmer (Alfred), Works by: 

Our Old Country lowne. With over 
so Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gUt, lOi. fid. 

Ramblee Round Eton and Harrow. 
SO Illusts. Sq.Svo, cloth s^t,10>. fid. 

About England with Dickens. With 
sSIUustsTby AlpbbdRimmbb and C A. 

VAMDBBHOOF. Sq. 8V0, cl.gat, lOfi Ji. 
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Women are Stnuitfe Cr. 8to. cloth 
extra, 81. 6d. ; post 8va illust. bds.. Si. 

Th« Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, 
do th eitra, U. 6d. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown 8va cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
The Poets' Beasts. Crown Bvo, cloth 

extra, 71. Sd. llnprtpartUum, 

Robinson Crusoe : A beautiful 

reprodaction of Moor's J£dition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
Gborgb Ckuiksh anx, choicely printed. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. A few 
large-Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illnstrations, price 8O1. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Refleetlone. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saints- 
Bxuvs. Post 8vo, cloth lamp, Ss. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblaxoned in Gold 
and Coloars. Handsomely printed, 6i. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Ss. 6d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokea With 

nnmeroos Illustrations. 
More Punlana, Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Clark, Author of 
**The Wreck of the Grosvenct''), 
Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. each. 
Round the Qalley-Flre. 
On the Fok's'le Head : A Collection 
of Yams and Sea Descriptions. 

[In the press, 

Qala.<-Ga8light and DayTighti 

By GsoRGB Augustus Sala. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

8anson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
byHxNRYSANsow. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.3a.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against ths World. 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion In the Path. 

The Two Dreamera. 



Saunders (Katharine), Novels 
by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 61. each. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margarat and ElUabaUi. 
QMeon's Rook. 
The Hi gh Mills. 

Heart Salvage, by Sea and LanA 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Science Gossip : An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Studo&ts 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy. Botany, Physiol^, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c Price 4A. Monthly ; or 
8s. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Piste and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 7s. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to XIX (1883), at 6b. each. Cases for 
Binding, Is. 6d. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon. 

An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over xoo new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ble- 
gantlv and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, ISi. 

[The immediate success of **The 
Lady of the Lake," published in 1882. 
has encouraged Messrs. Chatto and 
W1NDU8 to bring out a Companion 
Edition of this not less popular and 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
style, and with the same careful and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard- 
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful 
supervision is sufELcient guarantee that 
the work is elegant and tasteful as well 
as correct.] 

«• Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 4a. Od. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or *' White 
Magic." By W. H. Crxmsk. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kbntish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Art8,Games,Tricks,Puxxles, 
and Charades. By Fsamx Bbixbw, 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very DifiBcult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited bjr W. H. 
CaxMBa. With soo Illustrations. 
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** Skckbt Out." Skubi, t&iiHmtt4^ 

The Merry Circle: A Book oC New 
Intellectoal Gaines end AmmeiBeiitt. 
fiv Clara Bbujcw. With meny 
lUnttrationa. 

Ma^lclan'eOwn Book; Perfomumcet 
with Caps and Balls, Bggs, Hats. 
Handkerchlefik Ac. AU from actual 
Experience. Edited bj W. H. C119- 
iiBE. too lUnstrations. 

Meglo No Mystery: Tricki with 
Cards. Dice, Balls. &G., wUh I11II7 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
touredProntispiece and many lUua- 
trations. 

Seniop (Wll|(am), Works by ; 

Travel and Trout In the Antipodes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6l. 

By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, doth 
limp, Si. 6d. 

Seven 8agas (The) of PreMe- 

torlc Man. By James H. STonnAxx, 
Author of •• The Village Life." Crows 
Svo, doth extra, 61. 

Shakespeare : 

The Firet Folio Shakespeare.— Ms. 
William Shakbspbarb's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
accordingto the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. x623.-nA Repro- 

' duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process— ^nsunng the strictest 
accuracy in every detafl. Small Svo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7s. Od. 

T he Lansdowne Shakeepeare. Bean- 
tifully printed in red and blaclL in 
small but very dear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Drobsrout's 
Portrait. Post Svo, doth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakeepeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakeepeare. By Charjlbs 
and Mary Lamb'., With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. Moyr Smith. Crown Ato, cloth 
gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 

Music. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake* 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfrbo Ropfb. 
4to, balf-Roxburghe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Algbr- 
MON Charlbs Swinburnb. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 



Shelley's Complete Wopks, in 

Four VdSn post Svo, doth limp. Si.; 
or sepszately, Si. each. Yd. I. con- 
tains his Early Poems. Queen Mab, 
Ac., with an Introduction by Lbioh 
- Hunt; VoL II., his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cythna, ftp.; VoL IIL, 
PosthmnooaPoemStthe Shelley Papers, 
ftc. : Vol. IV.. his Prose Works, in- 
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozgl. St. Irvyne, &c 

Sheridan :^ 

Sheridan's' Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, Ac. With a 
Collection of Sberidaniana. Crown 
Svo, doth extra, gilt, with xo full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

8h^ldan*s Cdmedlest The Rivals^ 
and The School fbr Scsmdal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 
paphicsl Sketch of^ Sheridan, by 
Bbamdbr Matthbws. WitliDteora- 
tive Vignettes and xo fnlH»ge Illus- 
ttations. Demy Svo, d. bds., 128.00. 

Short Sayings of Great Menu 

With Historioal and Explaaatory 

Notes by Samubl A. Bbnt, M.A* 

. Demy Svo, doth extra, 78. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Works, including all those ia 
** Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry oA 
Sidney, and NotesC by the Rev. A. B. 
Gbosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
j Svo, cloth boards, 188. 

Signboards : Their Histofy. 

With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 

■ and Raooarkable Characters. By 

JACOB Larwood and J ohm Camdbn 
loTTBN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with xoo lUnatrationg, 78. Od. 

Sims (Q. R.)^How the Poor 

Live. With 60 Illustrations by Pasa 
Barnard. L a rge 4to, U. 

Sketchley. — A Match In the 

Dark. ByABTHUB Skbtchuet, Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 88. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historicd, and AnecdotaU 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, S8. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The Prince of Argolls : A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Mora 
Smith. Small Svo, cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, 38. 6d. 
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Smith's (J« Motr) Works, eontinued-^ 
Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Moyr 'Smith. Cr. 
8vo, cloth gift, profusely lUust., 6b. 
The Wooing of the Water Witch t 
A Northern Oddity. ByEvANDAX^ 
DORMB. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vq. cloth extra, 6l. 

8paldlng.>EIIzabethan Demons 

ology: An Ess^ in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devil^ 
and the Powers possessed byTheiHl 
By T. Alfred Spaldimo, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fti. 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W. Speight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellkh 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
8a. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2». 



Spenser for Chiidren. By M. 

H. Towrt. With Illustrations by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown ^to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 68. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chess; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise oq 
End Games. By Howard Staunton, 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, doth extra, fti. 

Stemdale.— The Afghan Knife: 

■ ANovel. By Robert Armitagb Stern* 

' DALE. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. Od.; post 

8vo, illustrateo boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Worlcs by : 
Travels with a Donkey In ths 

Cevennss. Frontispiece by Walter 

Crane. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d, 
An Inland Voyage. Wltli Front, by 

W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 6a. 
Vipglnlbus PueHsque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
f am 1 1 lap Studies of Men and Books. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 

cl. extra, 68. ; post 8vo, illust bds.i 28. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
Prince Otto : A Romance. Crown 

Svo, cloth extra, 68. [ JuprepataHon. 

St. John.— A Levantine Famiiy. 

By Baylb St. John. Post Svo, illus* 
trated boards, a. 

Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust. oy Wallis 
Mackay. Crown 8vo , cl. e xtra , 88. 6d. 

St. Pierre.->Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bbr- 
NARDiN St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. S. Clares. Post Svo, cl Ip., 28. 



Stories from Foreign Novel- 

r lets. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Aucb Zim- 
mern;. and a Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Hone. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78.6d. 

Swift's Ciioice Worlcs, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and F;icsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of "Gulliver's 
Travels.*' Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 
The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. Svo, 68. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown Svo, SB. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads, first Series. 

Fcap. Svo, 9s. Also in crown Svo, at 

sams price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. Svo, 98. Cr. Svo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. Svo l8. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With FacsimUs Paintings. Demy 

Svo, 168. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr.8vo,108.6d. 
Both well: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,128.6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

Svo, 78. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. Svo, SB. 
Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, 128. 
Erechtheus : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 69, 
Note of an English Republican <m 

the Muscovite Crusade. Svo, Is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

Svo, 68. 
A Study of Shakespears. Cr. Svo, 88. 
Songs of the Springtides. Crowa 

Svo, 68. 
Studies In Song. Crown Svo, 78. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 88. 
Tristram of Lyoneese, and other 

Poems. Crown Svo, 98. 
A Century of Roundels Small 4to, 

cloth extra, 88. 
A Midsummer Holiday, sod ottasr 

Poems. Crown Svo, 7s. 
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Symonds.— Wine, Women and 

Song: Mediaral Latia Students^ 
SoBcs. Now first trin»teted into Bus* 
liah Vena, whh an Banjr bj J. Ao- 
DiNOTON Stmon Ds. Sumui 8vOk pafck- 
inont,ftk 

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Pietnresooe, in Saarch 
of Consolation, and in search of a 
Wife. Wiethe whole of Rowijuio- 
80N*8 drollpafe Illustrations in Colonrt 
and a Ule of the Author by J. C 
Homm. Medinm 8vow doth eitia, 
71. ed. 

Taine*s History of English 

LItoratupa. Translated by Hinkt 
Van Laum. Four VolSn snudl Svo, 
cloth boards, 80i. — PoruLAs Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8to, cloth extra, 16a. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L8.), Works 

by: 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Planta : A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Colonred Frontispiece and loo 
Ilhists. Crown 8vo, cU extra, 7B. Sd. 

Oui* Common British Foaalla: A 
Complete Handboolu With na- 
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7a. fld. [Pupanng, 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of tho Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modem Writers. Post Svot cloth limp. 
Si. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramaa: "Clancarty," *' Jeanne 
Dare,'* '"Twixt Axe and Crown,'* 
••The Fool's Revenge," ** Arkwrighfs 
Wife/ ••Anne Boleyn,** ••Plot and 
Passion.** One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7S. 01. 

%* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
r ately, at la. each. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 
phical Sketch. By H. J. JsNNiNoa. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makbpnacb 
Thacxbrat^ depictine Humorous 
incidents u his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everyday reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7a. 6d. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extia, Si. 8d. eachf 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 

Creaalda. 

Proud Malala. 

Th« VIolln-Pii 



Thomas (M.).— A Fight for Ufe 

A NoveL By W. Mot Thomas. Post 
8vo, iUnstrated boards, Si. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of indolonoa. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allam 
Cunminoram. and over w fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood, down 8vo^ 
cloth extra, gilt edges, Ti. Sd. 

Thornbury (Walter), Works by 

Hauntad London. Edited by fio- 
WAND WALroaI^ M.A. With Illus- 
trations by P. W. Faibnolt, P.S.A. 
Crown 8vOk cloth extra, 7s. So. 

The LIfIs and Correapondenoe of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academlcums. 
With numerous lUusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. 

Old Stories Ra-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, !to. 6d. 

Talea for the Marlnee. Post 8vo^ 
illustrated boards, 8s. 

TImbs (John), Works by: 

The History of Cluba and Club LHia 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coflfee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. M. 

Engliah Eooentrioa and Eooen- 
trloltlea: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, ftc. With nearly 50 Illnsts. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7S. 8d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Wellealey. Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait By W. M. Toa- 
aBM8,M.P. Demy 8vot cloth extra, lis . 

Troliope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. Sd. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. eacli. 

The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senatof^ 

Kept In the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marion Fay. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. Od. eaclL 
Mr. Soarborough'a Family. 
Th% l,and-Leaguera. 



Trollope( Frances E.),Novelsby 

Like Shipa upon the Sea. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. ; post 8vo^ 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

HAabera Progreaa. Crown 8vo^ cloth 
extra, 8s. 6d. 

Anne Furneaa. Or. 8vOb cL ex., Is. 6i« 
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Tpollope (T. A.).->Dlamond Cut 

Diamond, and othet Stories. By 
Thomas Azx>LPROt Trollops. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Sf. 6d.; poet Byq, 
illustrated boards, >■. 

Tytlep (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown 8v& dotb extra, Sf. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo. illustrated boards, il. each. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride'e Paaa. 

Saint Munjto'e~City. Crown 8vo,' 
cloth extra, Ss. 61. [^Preparingm 

Beauty and the Beast. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, Sit. €d. ^Shortly, 

Tytlep (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis- 

treee Judith: A NoveU By C. C. 
Vrassr'Tytlbb. CrowB 8vo, doth 
extra, 3a. 6d. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. By Hbnkt Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols.- demy 8vo, 
cl oth boards, 7g. Sd. each. 

VillarL — A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Liuda Villakl Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, !■. 

Walcott.— Church Work and 

Life In Entfllah Minsters; and tue 
English Student's Monastlcon. By the 
Rev. Mackbmsix B. C. Walcott, B.D. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth ei^tra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 111. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Work8 by : 
The County Families of the United 
Kingdom Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than zfl,ooo dis> 
tinsoished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
OflSces they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
ftc. Twenty-fourth Annual Bditioei, 
for Z884, cloth, full gilt, 60i. 

The Shilling Peerage (1884). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c asmo, dotha !■• 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1884). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation. Addresses, &c. itoio, 
cloth, Is. Fublished annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1884). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of the United Kinfldom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, ftc s^mo. 
dothfls. Published annually. 



Walfokd's (Bdw.. M.A.) Works, eon.— 

The Shilling House of Commons 
(1884). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
ftc samo, doth, li. Publishea 
annusily. 

The Complete Pssrags, Baronet- 
ago. KnlghtagSy and House of 
Commons (1884). In One Volume, 
royal samo, doth extra, gilt edges, 
6s. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbory. Edited by Edward 
Waltoro, M.A. With illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8yo^ cloth ORtra, 7s. Sd. 

Walton andCotton'sComplete 

Angler; or, The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation: being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Icaar Walton; and In- 
structioas BOW to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a dear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris NxcoukS. and 
61 Copperplate lUustrationa. Large 
crown Svo, doth antique, 7s. 6d. 

Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 61. each. 

Wanderings in Patagonia; or. Life 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Jvuus Bbbrbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frbdbrigr Boyle. 

Savage Llfls. By Frederick Boyle. 

MerHe England In the Oldan Time. 
By Gboror Danibl. WithlUostra- 
tions by Robt. Cruikshank. 

dreus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of ths CoiUursra. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Falra. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Lifls Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
Jambs Greenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By Jambs 
Greenwood. 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hessb-War- 
tboo. With as Illustrations. 

The Llfls and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jaok. By One of the Fraternity. 
Bdited by Charles Hindlby. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitsobrald. 

Tavern Aneedotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, ftc 
By Charles Hindlbt. With Ulostt. 
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WaMOBSBX'S LmiAKT, Tbs, «MMfNI«l» 

TtM Q«nl«l thowmmn : Life and Ad* 
venturesof Artemos Ward. ByB. ?• 
HxMosToii. With a Frontisprece. 

Th« 8tory of the London PaHco. 
fiy Jacob Lakwood. With lUnsts. 

London Charaeters. By Hbmrt Mat- 
Hxw. UlottFated. 

Soven Qeneratlona of Exocutlonora : 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
(x6B8 to X847). £dited by Hbhet 
Samson. 

Summop Cnilsing In the South' 
Seas. Br C. warrbm Stoddard. 
Iliustratea by Wallis Macxay. - 

Warnep^-J^ Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Crarlbs Dudlbt Warnxr, 
Author of** My Summer ia a Garden.** 
Crown 8vo, cloth ext ra, 6b. 

Wappants, &o.:— 

Warrant to Execute Charlee'L An' 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine - 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals* 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, as in. by X4 in. Price 2s.' 

WapNUit to Execute Mai^ Oueen of 
Scote. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Elisa- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imiute the Original MS. Price Ss. 

Magna Chapta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly « feet long by a 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 6s. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A Ust 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country. a.d. X066-7. With the 
pxincipal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price fis. 



Weathep, How to Fopeteli the, 

with the PooKet Spectposoope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Enig., F.R.Met« 
Soc., &C. With xo lUustraUons. Crown 
8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Westpopp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Popoelain : or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By Hoddbr M. Wbstropf. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4m, 6di 

Whistlep V. Ruskin: Art and 

Art Critics. By. J. A. Macmrxll 
Wbistlbr. 7th Edition, sq. 8ve, Is. 



White's Natupal HIstopy off 

Selbopne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Browb, F.L.S. Post Svo. 
cloth limp, 2s. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.8.), 

Worice by ; 

8olenoe Notee. See the Gbntlbm Ait's 
Magaxxnb. Is. M<mthly. 

Science In Short Chapters. Cr9wn 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with lUusts., 2s. Sd. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [/» the press, 

Wilson (Dt*. Andpew, F.R.8.E.), 

Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, witti 259 Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Leaves from a Natural iat'e Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. 6d. 

Leiaure-Tlme Studfee, chiefly Bio- 
logical TUfd Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 6s. 

Wintep (J. 8.}, StoPies by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each, 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

• Ca valry Life. I Regimental Legended 

Women of the Day : A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary. By Francxs Hats.* 
Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, Ss. [Intke press. 

Wood.— Sablna: A Novel ij 
Lady Wood. Post Bvo^ illust. bds., 2s. 

Wopds, Faots, and Phpase^: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 

Out-of-the-way Matters. By Elxxzsr 

. Edwards. New and cheaper issue, 

cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 7s. fid. ; h alf-bound, fls . 

WPlght (Thomas), Wopks by: 

Caricature History of the Georges. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 4po 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

History of Carloature and of t|ie 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illuistrated by P. W. Faxrhox.t, 
F.S. A Large post 8vo, cl. ex., 7s.fiAt 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Is. each* 

Castaway, j The Forlorn Hops^ 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THB BEST AUTHORS. 

Now in th$ press, 

ROBT. BUCHANAirS NEW NOVEL 

Foxglove Manoi*. By Robt. Buchanan, 
Author of " The SLadow of the S word,'* 
*' God and the Man,*' fta Three Vols., 
erown 8va 

BASIL*S NEW NOVEL. 



WILKIE COLLINSES NEW NOVEL. 

-\ Say No." By Wilxu Coumst 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Affs. CASHEL HOETS NEW NOyEL 

The Lover's Creed. By Mrs. Cashbe* 
HoBY, Author of " The Blossoming of 
an Aloe." &c. With za Illustrations 
by -p. MacNab« Three Vols., crown 
8vo. i ) 

SARAH TYTLBR'S NEW NOVEL, 

Beauty and the Beaet. By Sahar 
Tytz.br, Author of " The Bride*s Pass," 
"Saint Mungo's City," "Citoy^nne 
Jacqueline," Ac. Three Vols., cr. dvo. 

CHARLES GIBBON'S NEW NOVEL, 

By Mead and Stream. By Charlbs 
Gibbon. Author of "Robin Gray." 
"The Golden Shaft," " Queen of thet 
Meadow," ftc. Three Vou., cr. 8to. 



"The Wearing of the Green.". By 
Basiz^i Author of ** Love the Debt.*' 
"A Drawn Gams,'* &c Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. 

JULIAN HAWTHORNE*S NEW 
. STORIES, 
Meroy Holland, and other Stories. Bv 
J. Hawthorns, Author of "Garth," 
^ Beatrix Randolph," &c Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. 

NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER. 

Phllli(tr4. By Cbcxl FowMMi Three 
Vols., crown 8vo. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Pf^ular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown Syo, cloth extra, 8i. 6d. each. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow F 
BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Qlrl. 
The Case of Mr. LuorefL 
Thle Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Qolden Butterfly. 
By Cella'e Arbour. 
The Monke of Thelema. 
Twaa In Trafalgar'e Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Yeare' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
Ml In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forater. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
The New Aheiard. 
BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON, 
Decelvert Ever. | Jullet'e Guardian. 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blaekemlth and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



Anton Ina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearte. 
My Miaoellanlee. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miaa Finch. 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destlnlee 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leavee 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Mise or Mrs. P 

BY BUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foster's Daughter 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 

Hearte of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSB DAUDET. j 
Port Salvation. j 

By JAMES DE MILLR. 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY y. LEITH DERWRKT, 
Our Lady of Teare. | Circe's Lovert 
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PlOCAOILLT NOTKLg, g g ltf fc il Urf 

BY M. BETHAM-BDWARDS. 
Feltola. 1 KKty. 

fir J#^S. ilNN/X KDWARDES. 
Arehto Lov«IL 

fiF «. E, FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. I Ona by One 

Queen Coph«tua. I A Real Queeik 

Prt/ac€d by Siv BARTLE FRERE, 
Pandunuig Hart. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Cepel QiiHs. 

BY CHARLES GtBBOH, 
Robin Qrey. 
Foi> Lack of QoM. 
In Love and Wai*. 
What will the Wortd SayF 
Fop the King. 
In Honoui* Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastupee Qreen. 
The Flowei* of the Foreet. 
A Heapt'e Problem. 
The Braee of Yarrow. 
The Qolden ShafL 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dreani. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellloe Quentin. 
Sebastian Stroma. 
Prince SaronPe Wife. 
Duet. I Fortuned FooL 

Beatrix Randolph. 

BY SIR A. HELPS* 
Wan de BIron. 

BY MRS, ALFRED BUNT. 
Thomloroft'e ModeL 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
number Seventeen. 
Oakebott Caetla. 



PICCAOIX.LY NovBLS, c^iUin med — 
BY B. LYNN LINTON, 
PatHola KembalL 
Atonement of Learn Dundaa 
The World Weil Loot. 
Under which LordP 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love I" | lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
OMeon Fleyoe. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, M.P. 
The Waterdale Nelghboui*e. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
LInley Roohfbrd. | A Fair Saxon 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athene. 
BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LT-M 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomaa Wlngfdd, Curate. 

BY MRS, MACDONBLL, 
Qvaker Couelne. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOIO. 

Lost Rose. I The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT, 

Open ! Seeame ! | Written In Fire 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Coals of flfm, 
Val Strange. 
Hearte. 



Llfe'e Atonement. 

Joeeph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

The Way of the World. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT, 
Whlteladlee. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 

Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMBS PAYN. 



Lost Sir Masslng- 

berd. 
Best of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunee. 
Halvee. 

Waltsr'e Word. 
WhatHeCoetHer 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 

High Splrfta. 

Under One Roof. 



CaHyon'e Year 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape fHmi 1 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Some Private 

Viewe. 
Kit t A Memory. 

The Canon'e 
Ward. 



CHATTO 6- WISDUS, PICCADILLY. 



«9 



BY B. C. PRICE. 
Vatontina. | TIm ForelgMra. 

Mrs. iJUioast«p's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READE, D.CJ^ 
It Is Nsvsp Too Lats to Msnd. 
Hard Cash. I Pag Wofnngton. 
Chplstia Johnstons. 
Oplfnth Gaunt. | Foul Ptay. 
Tha Doubia Mapplaga. 
Leva Ms Llttls» Lovs Ma Lon^ 
Tha CiolatoP and tha Haarth. 
Tha Coupsa of Tpua Lova. 
Tha Autoblogpaphy of a Thiaft 
Put Youpssif In His Plaoa. 
A Tappibia Tsmptatlon. 
Tha Wandapinc Halp. i Atlmplaton. 
A Woman-Hatap. | Raadiana. 

By MRS. J. H, RIDDELL. 
HsP Mothsp's Darling. 
Prinoa of Walaa'a Oardan-Party. 
Waird Storlaa. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON. 
Woman ara Stranga. 
Tha Handa of Juatloa. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to tha Whssl. 
Guy Watarman. | Two Draamara. 
One Against tha Worid. 
Tha Lion in the Path. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Marrywaathar. 
Margapst and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. | The High Mills. 



PiCCADXXXT NoVBLt, SMMmIA^ 

BY T. W, SPEIGHT. 
Tha Mystariaa of Haron Dyka^ 

BY R, A. STBRNDALB. 
Tha Afghan Knlft. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Ppoud Malsls. I Craaalda. 
Tha Vlolln-PlayaPk 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
Tha Way we Live Now. 
Tha Amaplcan Senator 
Fpau Fpohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Soarborough'a Family. 
The Land-Leaguara. 

BY FRANCES E, TROLLOPE. 
Like Shipe upon tha Sea. 
Anne Fumaaa. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A, TROLLOPE* 
Diamond Cut Diamond 
By IVAN TURGENIEFF tmd Othtn 
Stories from Foraign Novaliata. 

BY SARAH TYTLER* 
What She Came Through. 
Tha Brlda'a Pass. 
Saint Mungo'a City. 

BY C. C. FRASER'TYTLER. 
Mistpsss Judith. 

BY J, S. WINTER. 
Cavalpy Lite. 
Regimental Leganda. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Peat 8vo, illustrated 

BY EDMOND ABOUT. 

Tha Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON aIdA. 
Can* of Carrlyon. 1 Confldanoaa. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wlfa» or Widow P 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vuloan. | My Littia GIH. 
Tha Case of Mr. Luoraft. 
Tha Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arboua. 



POPULAR NOVELS. 

boards, Ss. each. 

Bt Bbsamt and Rigs, cotiHmui^ 

Ths Monks of Thelema. 

Twaa In Trafalgar'a Bay. 

The Seamy Skla. 

Tha Ten Years' Tsnant. 

Tha Chaplain of the Fleet. 
BY WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorte and Condltlona of 

The Captains' Room. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp Notaa. ) Savage Llfiik 
BY BRET HARTE. 

An Halraaa of Red Dog. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp^ 

Callfornlan Storlaa. 

Oabrlal Conroy. 1 Fllpb 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
TIM ShMlow of tM 8word. 
A Child of NatvFS. 
God and th« Man. 
The Martyrdom of Madallno. 
Lova Me for Ever. 

BY MRS. BURNETT, 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVBTT CAMERON. 
Deoeivera Ever. | Jullet'e Guardian. 

BY MACLARBN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Soule. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 



Miee or Mrs.^ 
The New Magda- 
len. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Deetlnlea 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
JezebersDaughter 
The Black Robe. 



Anton Ina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The D^ad Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Misoellanles. 
Woman In Whita. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss FInoh. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Tranemlgration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Franoea. 
Blacksmith and Soholap. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY DUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster'e Daughter. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS, 
Sketches by Box. 
The Pickwick Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas NIckieby. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
A Point of Honour. 1 Archie LoveiL 

BY M. BETHAM'EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 1 Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EQCLESTON. 
Roxy. 



CHBAF-FOrOLAK NovBU. coiUimitd^ 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
BcfRa Donna, t Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mra. Ttllotsonb 
Polly. 

Sevvnty-flve Brooke Street. 
•The Lady of Brantome. 
^ ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. B. PRANCILLON. 
Ofympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 
Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 

BY HAIN FRISWELL. 
One of Two, 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 
The Capel Qlrle. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON., 



Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 

In Pasturee Green 

The Flower of the 
Foreet. 

A Heart'e Problem 

The Braea of Yar* 
row. 



Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the 
World SayP 

in Honour Bound. 

The Dead Heart. 

in Love and War. 

For the King. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT, 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
Jamee Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every-Day Papera. 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter^ Saorlfloe. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

- BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Garth. 

Ellice Quentln. 

Prince Saronl'a W 



Sebastian Stroma 
Dust, 
fe. 



BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan da Blron. 

BY TOM HOOD. ^ 

A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre DamSi 
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Cbbap Popular NovitLs. eotainued^ 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT. 
fhopnicroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaufht. 

BY HENRY KTNGSLEY, 
>ikehottCa8tie. t Number Seventeen 

1 BY E. LYNN LINTON. 

Patplcia Kembali. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Undei* which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Lover* 

BY HENRY W. LUCY, 
Gideon Fieyce. < 

BY yusTiN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Roohford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. . 
QucUcer Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. [ Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame I A Little Stepson. 
A Harvest of Wild Fighting the Air. 
Oats. Written In Fire. 

BY y. MASTERMANt 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Qa 1 Mr. Dorllllon. 



Chbap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY D, CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Llfe'e Atonement. 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY MRS, ROBERT 0*REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 
Held In Bondage, l TwoLlttleWooden 
Strathmore. j Shoes. 



Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 

mains. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle Farlne. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. 



SIgna. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PIplstrella 

A Village Com 
mune. 

BImbl. 

In Maremma. 



BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Masslng- 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

ClyfTiEirds of Clyfto 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

Humorous Stories 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 



Like Father, Like 
son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Benbath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. 

Less Black than 

We're Painted; 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 

Vie we. 
From Exile. 

A Grape from s 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 



BY EDGAR A, POE. 
The Mystery of Marls Rogst. 
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Cmiav Povulak Movbls, u m ii i tmi ■ 
BY B, C. PRICB. 
Vatantlna. 

BY CHARLBS RBADB, 
It l8 Ndvwi Too Late to MoiMk 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstono. 
Griffith Qaunt. 
Put Yourself In His PloMi 
The Double MarHege. 
Love Me Uttio, Uve Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Lovoi 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A TerrlMe Temptation. 
The WandeHng Heir. 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Readlana. 

BY MRS. y. H. RWDBLL* 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Walee'a Garden Party. 

BY P. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 

BY BAYLB ST, yOHN, 
A Levantine Family. 

BY GBORGB AUGUSTUS 5ALA» 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

Br JOHN SAUNDBRS. 
Bound «o the Wheel. 
One Against the Worltf. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Dreamers. 

BY ARTHUR SKBTCHLBY. 
A Matoh In the Dark. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyfca. 

BY R. A. STSRNDALB. 
The Afghan Knife. 

Br R. LOUIS STBVBNSON, 
Hew Arabian Nighte. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Cresslda. | Proud Malsla. 

The Violin-Player. 

BY W, UOY TBOMAS, 
A Fight for LIflB. 



Cbbat Popolab NotklSi cotUinued'^ 
BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 
BY T, ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS, 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senators 
Frau Frdhmann. 
Marlon Fay 
Kept In the Dark. 

By PRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPS 
Like Shipe upon the Sea. 

BY MARK TWAIN, 
Tom Sawyer. 

An idle Excursion. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 
of Europe. 

A Tramp Abroad. 

The Stolen White Elephant 

BY SARAH TYTLER^ 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride's Pass. 

BY y, S. WINTER, 

Cavalry Life, t Regimental Logenda 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his WMb. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers. If. esch. 

Jeff Brlggs's Lova Story. By Brbt 
Harts. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By 
Brbt Hartb. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 
Julian Hawthormb. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Anthor 
of '* That Lobs o* Lowrie's." 

Lindsay's Luck. By the Anther of 
«« 'Shat Lass o* Lowrie's.** 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By tlie 
Autoor of "That Lass o' Lowne's." 

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 
Pirus. 

The Profeseor'e Wlfs. By Lbomaro 
Graraii. 

A Double Bond. By Linda Villaru 

Esther's Glove. By R. B. Frakciuon. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jbrrolo. 
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